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A STI eſteem'd it my happineſs to live under a Go- 

vernment, where National Liberty was eſtzblith- 

ed by Law, and the Rights of Subjects interwore with 

their A/legience : Sol ever thought it my fafety to a&t 

...h ſuch allowable Freedom, as did not contradict 
any of our written and known Regulations, 

Tho? inconfiderable in myſelf, I am yet a Subject of 
reat Britain; and the Privileges of her meaneſt Mem- 
ber are dear to the whole Conſtitution. 

Among thoſe Privileges, I claim that of juſtifying 
ny Conduct; I claim that of defending my Property, 
and wiſh I could do both, without giving Diſguſt even 
o thoſe by whoſe cenfures I am a tufferer. 
When I wrote the following ſheets I had ſtudied the 
Incient Laws of my Country, but was not converſant 
Prith her preſent political State. I did not conſider 
ings minutely ; in the general view I liked our Con- 
W'tution, and zealouſly wiſhed that the Religion, the 
aws, and Liberties of England might ever be ſacred 
d ſafe. I had nothing to fear or hope from Party 
r Preferment. My attachments were only to truth, 
was conſcious of no other Principles, and was far 
om apprehending that ſuch could be offenſive, 
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T took my Subject from the Hiſtory of Sweden, one 
of thoſe Gethic and Glorious Nations, from whom our 
Form of Government is derived, from whom Britain 


has inherited thoſe unextinguiſhable Sparks of Liberty © 


and Patriotiſm, that were her Light thro” the Ages of 


Ignorance and Superſtitton, Her faming Sword turned : 


every way againſt Invaſion, and that vit Heat which 
has ſo often preſerved Her, fo often reſtored Her from 
inteſtine Malignities. Thoſe are the Sparks, the Gems, 
that alone give true Ornament and Brightneſs to the 
Crown of a Britiſh Monarch; that give Him freely to 
reign over the Free; and ſhall ever ſet Him above the 


Princes of the Earth; till Corruption grow univerſal ; 4 
till Subjects wiſh to be Slaves, and Kings know not 


how to be happy. 


I was pleaſed with this Similitude between the Prin- 


ciples, and, as I may ſay, between the natural Conſti— 
tutions of Sweden and Britain. I looked no further for 


Sentiments than as they aroſe from Facts and as for the 
FaRsI am indebted to Hiſtory: Nay, I ingenuouſly con- 
fefs, I was ſo far from a view of merit with the Diſaf- 
feed, that I looked on this Performance as the high- 
eſt Compliment I could pay the preſent Eſtabliſhment 


—Such was my Ignorance, or ſuch is my Misfortune. 


Many are the difficulties a new Author has to en- 
counter in introducing his Play on the Stage. I had 


the good Fortune to ſurmount them; this Piece was 


about five Weeks in Rehearſal, the day was appointed? 


for Acting, I had diſpoſed of many hundred Tickets,” 
and imagined I had nothing to fear but from the weak 
neſs of the Performance. 
But then it was that where I looked for Approbation 
I met with Repulſe. I was condemned and punithed 12? 
my Works without being accuſed of any ee and 
made obnoxious to the Government under which I live 
without having it in my power to alter my conduct, 2 
knowing in what Inſtance I had gen offence, 4 
However ſingular and unprecedented this Treatme: 
may appear : Had I conceived it to be the Intentic 
of the Legiſlature, I ſhould have ſubmitted witho! 
complaining. Or had any among hundreds who ha! 
peruſed the Manuſcript, obſerved but a ſingle Line t! 
mig 
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A Pre ſatory Dedication, S 


might inadvertently tend to Sedition or Imorality, | 
would then have been the firſt to ſtrike it out, 1 Would 
now be the laſt to publiſh it. 

Had the Dignity of the Ld. C n's Office conde- 
ſcended, as ſome would inft:uate, to a Theatrical Exa- 
mination of the Drama, to a critical Inqui/ition of the 
Condudt, the Unities, and Tricks of Scenery, even fo 1 
might have hoped for equal Indulgence with Farces, 
Paniomimes, and other Performances of like Taſte and 
Genius, 

But this is not the Caſe, the Id. C 1's Office is 
alone concerned in thoſe reaſons which gave birth to 
the Statute, it is to guard againſt ſuch Repreſentations 
as He may conceive to be of pernicious Influence in 
the Commonwealth; th's is the only point to which 
his Prohibitions are underſtood to extend, and his Pro- 
hibition lays me under the neceſſity of publiſhing this 
Piece, to convince the Public, that (tho' of no valua- 
ble Conſequence) I am at leaſt inoffenſive. 

Patrioti/m, or the Love of Country, is the great and 
ſingle Moral which I had in View thro” this Play. This 
Lewe, (to ſuperior in its Nature to all other intereſts and 
Affections) is perſonated in the Character of Guftawus, 
It is the Lowe of National Welfare ; National IWelfare 
is National Liberty; and He alone can be conſcious of 
it, He alone can contribute to the Support of it who 
is perſonally free. 

By Perſonal Freedom I mean that ſtate reſulting from 
Virtue ; or Reaſon ruling in the Breaſt ſuperior to Ap- 
petite and Paſſion ; and by National Freedom | mean a 
Security (arifing from the Nature of a well-ordered 
Conſtitution) for thoſe Advantages and Privileges that 
each Man has a right to, by contributing as a Mem- 
ber to the Weal of the Community. 

The Monarch or Head of ſuch a Conſtitution, is as 
the Father of a large and well regulated Family, his 
Subjects are not Servants, but Sons ; their Care their 
Affections, their Attachments are reciprocal, and their 
Intereſt is one, is not to be divided. 

This is truly to reign 3 this, only is to reign. How 
glorious how extenſive is the Prerogative of ſuch a Mo- 
narch ! He is ſuperior to Subjects, cach of whom is 
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equal to any Monarch who is only ſuperior to Slaves, 

He is ſcepte ed in the Hearts of his People, from 
whence he directs their Hands with double Lore and 
Energy. His Office partakes of the Diving Inc i- 
NATION, by being exerted to no other E 3 but the 
Happineſs of a People. 

O. never may Any Subrletic: 8, any Inſtny tions Taiſe 
groundlets Jealcuſi les in 2 Feapfle 10 governed J Never 
may they be influenced to __y ine that ſuch a Prince 
15 invading their Rights, while he is only ſolicitous to 
confirm and Le them! 

And never wy any Miniltry, any Adulation, ſeduce 
ſuch a 3 ſrom that his true Intereſt and Honour! 

| thoul.l not have had the afturance to ſolicit a Sub- 
ſcription in Favour of Sentiments that any Circum- 
ſtance could ever make me retract.  heſe, and theſe 
only, are the Principles of which you are Patrons ; 
and the honourable Names prefixed to this Performance 
lay me under ſuch a future Obligation of Conduct, as 


ſhall ever make me cautious of forf-iting the Advanta - 


ges I receive from them. They are alſo to me a laſting 
Memorial of that Gratitude with which I am, 


Your moſt Oblig'd, moſt Faithful 


and moſt Humble Servant 


Henry Brooke, 
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RITONS ! this Night preſents a State diſtreſs'd, 
Thy brave, yet vanquiſh'd ; andtho' greatoppreſs'd ; 
Vice, rav'ning Vulture, on ber Vitals prey'd, 
Her Peers, her Prelates, fell Corruption ſway'd ; 
Their Ri. his, for Pow'r, th' Ambitious weakly ſold, 
The Wealthy, poorly, for ſuperfluous Gold; 
Hence waſting Ills, hence Jev'ring Factions roſe, 
And gave lar.e entrance to invading Foes 
Truth, Tuſtice, Honour fled uh infected Shore, 
For Freedom, ſacred Freedom was no more, 
Then, greatly riſing in his Country's Right, 
Her Hero, ber Delitverer ſprang to Light; 
A Race of hardy Northern Sons he led, 
Guiltleſs of Courts, untainted, and unread, 
Whoſe inborn Spirit ſpurn'd the ignoble Fee, 
Whoſe Hands ſcorn'd Bondage, for their Hearts were fFee 
Aſk ye what Law their conqu'ring Cauſe confeſs' d? 
Great Nature's Law, the Law within the Breaſt, 
Form'd by no Art, and to no Sed confin'd, 
But ſtamp'd by Heaw'n upon th* unletterd Mind. 
Such, ſuch, of old the firſt-born Natives were, 
Who breath'd the Virtues of Britannia“ Air, 
Their Realm, when mighty Czfar wainly jought ; 
For mig htier Freedom againſt Czfar fought, 
And rudely drove the fam'd Invader home, 
To tyrannize oer poliſh'd—wenal Rome. 
Our Bard exalted in a freeborn Flame, 
Toewv'ry Nation would transfer this Claim. 
He to no State, no Climate bounds his Page, 
He bids the Moral beam thro every Ape : 
Then be your Judgment gen'rous as his Plan, 


Ze Sons of Freedom !—ſave the Friend of Man, 
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The Perſons repreſented. 
M EN, 


Cxz1sTIERN, King of Denmark and 
Norway, and Uturper of Sweden, 
TxOLLIo, a Swede, Archbithop 
of Up/al, and Vicegerent of Cr:i/- Mr. Cibber. 
.tiern, 
PETERSON, a Swediſh Nobleman, 
ſecretly of the Daniſh Party, and & Mr. Turbott, 
Friend to Trollio, 


J Mr. Wright, 


LatRTEs, a young Daniſh Noble- FM W 


man, attendant to Cri/tina, 

Gus raus, formerly General of 
the Swedes, and firſt Couſin to Mr. Quin. 
the deceaſed King, 

AR vIDA, of the Royal Blood of 
Sweden, Friend and Couſin to & Mr. Milw§ard. 
Guſtavus, 

AnptrsoON, chief Lord of Dale- 
carlia, 

Ax OIL Dos, a Swediſh Prieſt, and 
Chaplain in the Copper- Mines of þ Mr. Haward, 
Dalecarlia, 

S$1VARD, Captain of the Dalecarlians Mr. Ridout. 


Mr. Mills, 


WOMEN. 
CxisT1NAa, Daughter to Criſtiern, Mrs. Giffard, 


9 — . ny Priſoners in / Mrs. Butler. 
Criſtiern's 


GusTAv a, Siſter to : 
Guſtavus a Child Camp, Miſs Cole. 


MARIANA, attendant and Confi- 
dante to Cri/tina, ; Mrs. Chetwood. 


Soldiers, Peaſants, Meſſengers, and Attendants. 
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| ACT I SCENE I. 
The inſide of the Copper-Mines in Dalecarlia. 


| Enter Anderſon, Arnoldus, and Servants, with Tercbes. 


And. O U tell me wonders. 
; Arn. Soft, behold, my Lord. 


2 Behold him ſtretch'd, where reigns eternal Night, 
The Flint his Pillow, and cold Damps his Cov'ring ; 

ö Yet bold of Spirit, and robuſt of Limb, 

He throws Inclemency aſide, nor feels 

The lot of human Frailty. 

And. What horrors hang around! the ſavage Race 
Ne'er hold their den but where ſome glimm'ring ray 
May bring the cheer of Morn—What then is he ? 
His dwelling marks a ſecret in his ſoul, 

And whiſpers ſomewhat more than Man about him. 


Arn. Draw but the veil of his apparent Wretchedneſs 


And you ſhall find his form is but aſham'd _ 
To hoard ſome wond'rous Treaſure lodg'd within. 
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10 CUSTAVUS VASA, 
And. Let him bear up to what thy praiſes ſpeak kim ; 


And I will win him fpite of his reſerve, 
Bind him with ſacred Friendſhip to my Soul, 
And make him half myſelf. 
Arn. Tis nobly promis'd ; 
For Worth is rare and wants a friend in Sweden ; 
And yet I tell thee, in her age of Heroes, 


When nurs'd by Freedom all her Sons grew great, 


And ev'ry Peaſant was a Prince in Virtue ; 

I greatly err, or this abandon'd Stranger 

Had ſtepp'd the firſt for Fame—tho' now he ſeeks 
To. veil his Name, and cloud his ſhrine of Virtues ; 


For there is danger in them. 


And. True, Arnoldus. 
Were there a Prince throughout the ſcepter'd Globe, 
Who ſearch'd out merit for its due Preferment, 
With half that care our Tyrant ſeeks it out 
For ruin ; happy, happy were that State, 
Beyond the golden Fable of thoſe pure 
And earlieſt Azes—Wherefore this, good Heav'n ? 
Is it of Fate, that who aſſumes a Crown 
Throws of Humanity ? 
Arn. So Criſtiern holds. 
He claims our Country as by right of Conqueſt, 
A right to ev'ry wrong. Ev'n now tis ſaid. 
The Tyrant envies what our Mountains yield 
Of Health or Aliment ; he comes upon us, 
Attended by a num'rous Hoſt to ſeize 
Theſe laſt retreats of our expiring Liberty. 
And Say'it thou? 
Arn. This riſing Day, this inſtant Hour, 
Thus chaſed, we ſtand upon the utmott brink 
Of ſteep Perdition. and muſt leap the Precipice, 
Or turn upon our Hunters. 
And. Now, Guſtavus, 
Thou Prop and Glory of inglorious Swweden, [here | 
Where art thou, mightieſt Man? 
I'll tell thee, my Arnoldus, Theheld him, 


Then when he frſt drew Swo rd, — rag and dreadful, | 


As the brow'd Evening ere the 1 hunder brake; 
For ſoon he made imme io cur Eyes 


To mark his !peS e the Paths of Conguelt ; 
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Engaging beyond utt'rance; and at eve, 


The Deliverer of his Country. 


In vain we follow'd, where he ſwept the Field; 


Twas Death alone could wait upon Gu/tavus. 

Arn, He was indeed whate'er our wiſh could form 

| him. 

And. Array'd and beauteous in the blood of Danes, | 
Th' Invaders of his Country, thrice he chaſed 0 
This Cri/tiern, this fell Conqu'rer, this Uſurper, ö 
With Rout and foul diſhonour at his heels, ] 
To plunge his Head in Denmark. \ 

Arn. Nor ever had the Tyrant known return, f 
To tread our Necks, and blend us with the Dult ; a 
Had he not dar'd to break thro' every Law, 

That ſanctiſies the Nations, ſelz'd our Hero, 
The Pledge of ſpecious Treaty, tore him from us, 
And led him chain'd to Denmark, | 

And. Then we fell. | 
Tf {till he lives, we yet may learn to riſe, [| 
But never can I dare to reſt a hope 
On any Arm but his. 

Arn. And yet ] truſt, 

This ſtranger that delights to dwe!l with darkneſs, 

Unknown, unfriended, compats'd round with Wretch- 
edneſs, 

Conceals ſome mighty purpoſe in his Breaſt, 

Now lab'ring into Birth. 

And. When came he hither ? [Night, 

Arn. Six Moons have changed upon the Face of 
Since here he firſt arriv'd, in ſervile weeds, 

But yet of mein majeſtic. I obſerved him, 

And ever as I gaz'd, tome nameleſs charm, 

A wond'rous Greatneſs not to be conceal'd, 
Broke thro” his Form, and aw'd my Soul before him, 
Amid theſe Mines he earns the hireling's Portion; 
His hands cut-toll the Hind, while on his brow 
Sits Patience, bathed in the laborious Drop 

Of painful induſtry—t oft have ſought, 

With trienely Fender of ſome worthier Service, 
To win him from his temper ; but he thuns 

All offers, yet declined with graceful Act, 


When a!l retire to ſome domeſtic Solace, 
He only ſtays, and, as you lee, the Earth 
| Receives 
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Receives him to her dark and cheerleſs Boſom, 

And. Has no unwary moment e'er betray'd 
The labours of his Soul, ſome fav'rite Grief, 
Whereon to raiſe conjeQure ? 

Arn. I ſaw, as ſome bold Peaſants late deplor'd 
Their Country's . ſudden Paſſion ſeiz'd 
And bore him from his ſeeming ; ſtraight his form 
Was turn'd to Terror, Ruin fir'd his Eye. 

And his proud Step appear'd to awe the World : 
When check'd as thro” an impotence of Rage, 
Damp ſadneſs ſoon uſurp'd upon his brow, 

And the big Tear roll'd graceful down his viſage. 


And. Your words imply a Man of much importance, 


Arn. So I ſuſpected, and at dead of Night 
Stole on his ſſumbers; his full Heart was buſy, 
And oft his Tongue pronounc'd the hated Name 
Of bloody W he ſeemed to pauſe: 
And recollected to one voice, he cry'd, 
O Sweden ! O my Country ! yet I'll fave thee. 
And. Forbear—he riſes—Heay'ns, what Majeſty ! 


SCENE: N. Enter Guſtavus. 


And. Your pardon, Stranger, if the voice of virtue, 
Tf cordial Amity from Man to Man, 
And ſomewhat that ſhould whiſper to the Soul, 
To ſeek and cheer the Suffrer, led me hither 
Impatient to ſalute thee. Be it thine 
Alone to point the path of Friendſhip out ; 
And my beſt pow'r ſhall wait upon thy Fortunes. 


Gu. Ves, gen'rous Man ! there is a wond'rous Teft, 
The trueſt, worthieſt, nobleſt cauſe for F riendſhip ; 


Dearer than Life, than Int'reſt or Alliance, 
And equal to your Virtues, | 

And. Say—unfold. 

Cu. Art thou a Soldier, a chief Lord in Sweden, 
And yet a ſtranger to thy Country's Voice, 
That loudly calls the hidden Patriot forth ? 
But what's a Soldier? What's. a Lord in Sweden? 
All worth is fled, or fallen nor has a life | 
Been ſpar'd, but for diſhonour ; ſpar'd to breed 
More Slaves for Denmark, to beget a Race 
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Of new- born Virgins for th' unſated Luft 
Of our new Maſters. Sweden ! thou'rt no more ! 
Queen of the North ! thy Land of Liberty, 
Thy Houſe of Heroes, and thy ſeat of Virtues 
Is now the Tomb, where thy brave Sons lie ſpeechleſs ; 
And foreign Snakes engender. 

And. O's true. 
But wherefore ? to what purpoſe ? 

G Think of Stockholm ! | 
When Cri/tiern ſeized upon the hour of Peace, 
And drench'd the hoſpitable floor with Blood ; 
Then fell the flow'r of Sweden, mighty Names ! 
Her hoary Senators, and gaſping Patriots ! 
The Tyrant ſpoke, and his licentious Band 
Of Blood-train'd Miniſtry were loos'd to Ruin, 
Invention wanton'd in the Toll of infants 
Stabb'd on the Breaſt, or reeking on the Points 
Of ſportive Javelins. Huſbands, Sons, and Sires 
With dying Ears drank in the loud deſpair 
Of ſhrieking Chaſtity. The waſte of War 
Was Peace and Friendſhip to this civil Maſſacre. 
O Heav'n and earth ! is there a cauſe for this? 
For Sin without Temptation, calm, cool Villainy, 
Delib'rate miſchief, unimpaſſion'd Luſt, 


And ſmiling Murder? Lie thou therg, my Soul, 


Sleep, ſleep upon it, image not the Form 
Of any dream but this, till time grows pregnant, 
And thou can'ſt wake to Vengeance! 
And. Thou'ſt greatly mov'd me. Ha! thy Tears 
ſtart forth. 
Yes, let them flow, our Country's fate demands them; 
i too will mingle mine, while yet 'tis left us 
To weep in Secret and to ſigh with Safety. 
But wherefore talk of Vengeance? 'Tis a word 
Should be engraven on the new fall'n Snow, 
Where the firſt beam may melt it from obſervance, 
Vengeance on Cri/tiern ! Norway and the Dane, 
'The Sons of Sweden, all the peopled North 
Bends at his Nod : my humbler Boaſt of Pow'r 
Meant not to cope with Crowns, 
Guf. Then what remains 


Is briefly this; your Friendſhip has my thanks, 
But 


The Deliverer of his Country I | 
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But muſt not my acceptance: never—no 
Firſt tink thou baleſul manſion to the center! 
And be thy darkneſs doubled round my head; 
Ere I forſake thee for the bliſs of Paradiſe, 
To be enjoy'd beneath a Tyrant's Sceptre ; 
No that were wilful Slav'ry Freedom is 
The brilliant Gift of Heav'n, 'tis reaſon's ſelf, 
The kin of Deity—I «ill not loſe it. 
And. Nor I, while I can hold it ; but alas ! 
That is not in our choice. [of Force 
G Why? where's that Pow'r whoſe Engines are 
To bend the brave and virtuous Man to Slav'ry ? | 
Baſe fear, the Lazineſs of Luſt, groſs Appetites, 
Theſe are the Ladders, and the grovelling Footſtool, 
From whence the Tyrant riſes on our Wrongs, 
Secure and ſcepter'd in the Soul's ſervility. 
He has debauch'd the Genius of our Country, 
And rides triumphant, while her captive Sons 
Await his Nod, the filken Slaves of Pleaſure, 
Or fetter'd in their Fears, 
And. I apprehend. you. 
No doubt, a baſe Submiſſion to our Wrongs 
May well be term'd a voluntary Bondage; 
But think the heavy hand of Puw'r is on us; 
Of Pow'r from whoſe impriſonment and Chains 
Not all our free-born Virtue can protect us. | 
Gu Tis there you err, for Ihave felt their Force; 
And had JI yielded to enlarge theſe Limbs, 
Or ſhare the Tyrant's Empire, on the Terms 
Which he propos'd—I were a Slave indeed. 
No—in the deep and deadly damp of Dungeons 
The Soul can rear her Sceptre, ſinile in anguiſh, 
And triumph o'er Oppreſſion. 
And, O glorious-Spiri ! think not I am lack 
To reliſh what thy noble ſcope intends, | 
But then the means ! the Peril! and the conſequence! F 
Great are the Odds, and who ſhall dare the Trial? 
Guſ. I dare. | 
O wert thou ſtill that gallant Chief 
Whom once I knew ! I could unfold a purpoſe, 
Would make the greatneſs of thy heart to ſwell 


And buril in the conception. 


Aid, 


The Deliverer of his Councry. I5 


And. Give it utt'rance, 
Perhaps there lie ſome embers yet in Sweden, 
Which, waken'd by thy breath, might riſe in Flames, 
And ſpread vindictive round—Y ou ſay you know me; 
But give a Tongue to ſuch a cauſe as this, 
And if you hold me tardy in the call, 
You know me not—Bur thee I've ſurely known; 
For there is ſomewhat in that voice and form, 
Which has alarm'd my ſoul to recollection; 
But 'tis as in a dream and mecks my reach. 
Gu/ Then name the Man whom it is death to know, 
Or knowing to conceal—and , am he. 
And. Guſtavus ! Heav'ns ! *tis he! 'tis he himſelf! 


SCENE Ul. Enter Arvida, ſpeaking to a Servant. 


Arv. I thank you, friend, he's here, you may retire. 
And. Good morning to my noble gueſt, you're early! 
[Guitavus walks apart. 
Arv. I come to take a ſhort and haſty Leave: 
Tis ſaid, that from the Mountain's neighb'ring Brow, 
The canvas of a thouſand "Tents appears, 
Whitening the Vale—Suppofe the Tyrant there; 
You know my ſafety lies not in the interview 
Ha ! what is he who in the ſhreds of Slavery 
Supports a ſtep, ſuperior to the State, 
And inſolence of Ermine ? 
Gu/. Sure that voice, 
Was once the voice of Friendſhip and Arwida ! 
Ard. Hal! Yes—tts he !—ye Pow'rs ! it is Gu tadus 
Gu/. Thou Brother of adoption! in the Bond 
Ot ev'ty virtue wedded to my Soul, 
Enter my Heart it is thy Property. 
Arv. I'm loſt in Joy and wond'rous circumſtance. 
Gu/. Yet, wherefore, my 4rvida, wherefore is it, 
That in a place and at a time like this, 
We thus ſhould meer ? can Cri/tiern ceaſe from cruelty ! 
Say whence is this, my Brother? How eſcap d you? 
Did I not leave thee in the Daniſh Dungeon ? 
Arg Of that hereafter. Let me view thee firſt. 
HowSTraceful is the garb of Wretchedneſs, 
When worn by Virtue ? Faſhions turn to F olly; 
Their 
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Their Colours tarniſh, and their Pomps grow poor 


To her magnificence. 
Gu. Yes, my Arwida. 
Beyond the ſweeping of the proudeſt Train 
That ſhades a Monarch's Heel, I prize theſe weeds, 
For they are facred to my Country's freedom, 
A mighty enterprize has been conceiv'd, 
And thou art come auſpicious to the Birth, 
As ſent to fix the Seal of Heav'n upon it, 
Aru. Point but thy Purpoſe—let it be to bleed 
Gu/. Your Hands, my Friends 
All. Our Hearts, 
Gu. I know they're brave. 
Of ſuch the Time has need, of Hearts like yours, 
Faithful and firm, of Hands inured and ſtrong, 
For we muit ride upon the neck of danger, 
And plunge into a purpoſe big with death. 
And. Here let us kneel, and bind us to thy fide. 
By all 
2 No, hold — if we want Oaths to join us, 
Swift let us part from Pole to Pole aſunder. 
A cauſe like ours is its own ſacrament; 
Truth, Juſtice, Reaſon Love, and Liberty, 
Th' eternal Links that claſp the World are in it, 
And, he who breaks their Sanction, breaks all Law, 
And infinite connection. 
Arn. True, my Lord. 
And. And ſuch the force I feel. 
Aru. And. 
And. And all. 
Guſ. Know then, that ere our royal Stenon fell, 
While this my valiant Couſin and myſelf, 
By chains and Treach'ry, lay detain'd in Denmark, 
Upon a dark and unſuſpected hour 
The bloody Criſtiern fought to take my head. 
Thanks to the ruling Pow'r ! within whoſe Eye 
Imboſom'd Ills and mighty Treaſons roll, 
Prevented of their blackneſs I eſcap'd, 
Led by a gen'rous Arm, and ſome time lay 
Conceal'd in Denmark. For my forfeit Ke 
Became the price of Crowns, each Port and 


- 


. 


Was 


15 


—— 


— = —— 2 


The Deliverer of his Country. 
as ſhut againſt my paſſage, till T heard 


hat Stenon valiant Stenon, fell in battle, 
\nd Freedom was no more. O then what bounds 
ad pow'r to hem the deſp'rate ? I o'erpaſs'd them, 
avers'd all Sweden, thro? ten thouſand foes, 
npending perils, and ſurrounding Tongues, 
That from himſelf enquir'd Gu/tavus out. 
itneſs, my Country, how I toil'd to wake 
hy ſons to Liberty! in vain—for fear, 
old fear had ſeiz'd on all—here laſt I came, 
nd ſhut me from the fun, whoſe hateful beams 
erv'd but to ſhow the ruins of my Country. 
hen here, my friends, twas here at length I found 
Vhat I had left to look for, gallant ſpirits, 

the rough form of untaught peaſantry. 
And. Indeed they once were brave, our Dalecarlians 
Jave oft been known to give a law to Kings ; 

nd as their only wealth has been their Liberty, 
rom all th' unmeaſur'd Graſpings of ambition 
lave held that gem untouch'd—tho' now ' tis fear'd 
Guſt. It is not fear'd—T ſay they ſtill ſhall hold it. 
e ſearch'd theſe Men, and find them like the ſoil, 
arren Without, and to the Eye unlovely, 

t they've their minds within ; and this the day 

which I mean to prove them. 

Arn. O Guſtawus ! 

oſt aptly haſt thou caught the paſſing hour, 

pon whoſe critical and fated hinge 

he ſtate of Sweden turns. 

Guſt. And to this hour 

e therefore held me in this darkſome womb, 

hat ſends me forth as to a ſecond birth 

Freedom, or thro' Death to reach eternity. 

his day return'd with ev'ry circling year, 

thouſands pour the Mountain peaſants forth, 

ich with his batter'd arms and ruſty helm, 

ſportive diſcipline well train'd, and prompt 

zainft the day of peril—Thus diſguis'd, 

ready have I ſtirr'd their latent ſparks 

lumb'ring Virtue, apt as I cou'd wiſh 

warm before the lighteſt breath of Liberty. 

Arn. How will they kindle when confeſs'd to View 
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18 GUSTAVUS VASA, 


Once more their loy'd Guſtavus ſtands before them, / 
And pours his blaze of virtues on their ſouls ! p 
Arv. It cannot fail. 
And. It has a glorious Aſpect. 
Arv. Now, Sweden ! riſe and re-aſſert thy Rights, 


Or be for ever fall'n. V 
And. hen be it fo. 8 
Arn. Lead on, thou arm of war, A 

To Death or Victory. 80 

Gu/t. Let us embrace. L 

Why thus, my friends, thus join'd in ſuch a cauſe, 17 

Are we not equal to a hoſt of ſla ves! F 

You fay the foe's at hand—why let them come, $1 

Steep are our hills, nor eaſy of acceſs, O 

And few the hours we aſk for their reception. 6 8 

For I will take theſe ruſtic ſons of Liberty IF. 

In the firſt warmth and hurry of their ſouls ; A; 

And ſhou'd the tyrant then attempt our heights, U 

He comes upon his fate—Ariſe, thou fun ! VV 

Haſte, haſte to rouze thee to the call of Liberty, 

That ſhall once more ſalute the morning beam, N 

And hail thee to thy ſetting ! Br 
Arn. O bleſs'd voice ! Le 

Prolong that note but one ſhort Day thro' Sweden, Bk W 

And tho? the ſun and life ſhould ſet together, Bu 

It matters not—we ſhall have liv'd that day. An 
Arv. Were it not worth the hazard of a life Th 

To know if Criſtiern leads his pow'rs in perſon, Hz: 

And what his ſcope inteens ? Be mine that taſk. 


Ev'n to the tyrant's tent Pl] win my way, f 
And mingle with his councils. 

Gu/t. Go, my friend, 
Dear as thou art, whene'er our country calls, : 
Friends, ſons, and fires ſhould yield their treaſure up, Ou 
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Nor own a ſenſe beyond the publick ſatety. Tre 
But tell me, my A vida, ere thou goeſt, Wi 
Tell me what hand has made thy friend its debtor, Ane 
And giv'n thee up to Freedom and Guſtavus ® I Kiſ 
Arv. Ha l let me think of that, 'tis ſure ſhe lo ves hiY On 
(A Ane 

Away thou ſkance and jaundic'd eye of Jealouſy, Th. 
That tempts my ſoul to ſicken at perfection; 4 And 

wal 
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The Deliwverer of his Country, 3 
Away ! TI will unfold it To thy(clf 


Arvida owes his freedom. 
Guſt. How, my Friend? 
Arv. Some Months are paſs'd ſince in the Daniſb 
% Dungeon | 
With Care emaciate, and unwholſome damps 
Sick'ning I lay, chain'd to my flinty bed, 
And call'd on death to eaſe me—itraight a light 
| Shone round, as when the Miniſtry of heav'n 
Deſcends to kneeling faints. But O ! the form 
That pour'd upon my fight—Ye angels, ſpeak l 
For ye alone are like her; or preſent. 
Such viſions pictur'd to the nightly eye 
Of fancy trans'd in Bliſs. She then approach'd, 
The ſofteſt pattern of embodied meeknels, 
For pity had divinely touch'd her eye, 
And harmoniz'd her motions— Ah, the cry'd, 
Unhappy ſtranger, art not thou the man 6 
Whoſe virtues have endear'd thee to Guſtavus ® 
* Guy?. Guſtavus did the lay ? 
= Arv. Yes, yes, her lips 
| Breath'd forth that Name with a peculiar ſweetneſs. 
Loos'd from my bonds, I roſe, at her command, 
| When, ſcarce recov'ring ſpeech, I would have kneePd, 
But haſte thee, haſte thee for thy life, the cry'd ; 
And O, if e'er thy envied eyes behold 
Thy lov'd Gu/tawus ; ſay, a gentle foe 
Has giv'n thee to his friendſhip. 
* Guſt You've much amaz'd me ! is her name a ſecret ? 
* Arv. To me it is—but you perhaps may gueſs, 
Gu/t.No, on my word. 
Arv. You too had your Deliv'rer. 
> Guſt. A kind, but not a fair one—Well, my friends k 
ap, Our Caule is ripe, and calls us forth to action. 
Tread ye not lighter ? Swells not ev'ry breaſt 
With ampler ſcope to take your Country in, 
r, And breathe the cauſe of virtue? Riſe, ye Swedes / 
Kiſe greatly equal to this hour's Importance. 
hi On us the eyes of future ages wait, 
Aſi And this day's arm ſtrikes forth deciſive fate; 
This day, that ſhall for ever fink—or fave ; 
And make each Swede a Monarch—or a ſlave. 
wall A C'% 
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ACT u. 
SCENE The Camp. 


Europe J 
The M-rn falutes thee with aufpicious brightneſs, 
No vapour frowns prophetic on her brow, 
But the clear ſun who travels with thy arms 
Still ſmiles, attendant on thy growing Greatneſs ; 
His evening eye ſhall ſee the peaceful lord 
Of all the North, of utmoſt Scandinavia; 


Till fartheſt India glows beneath thy Empire, 
And Lybia knows no regal Name but yours. 
Criſt. Yes, Trollio, es the godlike Thirſt, 
Ambition, that wou'd drink a ſea of Glory. 
But what from Dalecarlia ? 
Troll. Late laſt Night, 
J ſent a truſty ſlave to Peter/on, 
And hourly wait ſome tidings. 
Criſt. Think you ?——Sure 
The wretches will not dare ſuch quick perdition, 


All born to broils, the very ſons of Tumult; 
Waſte is their wealth, and mutiny their birthright, 
And this the yearly fever of their blood, 
Their holiday of war; a day apart, 
Torn out from peace, and facred to rebellion. 
Oft has their battle hung upon the brow 
Of yon wild ſteep, a living cloud of Miſchiefs, 
Pregnant with plagues, and empty'd on the heads 
Of many a Monarch. 

Criſt. Monarchs they were not; 
Pageants of wax, the mouldings of the populace, 
Tame paltry Idols, ſcepter'd up for ſhow, 
And garniſh'd into royalty—No, Trollio, 
Kings ſhould be felt if they wou'd find Obedience; 
The Beaſt has ſenſe enough to know his rider, 
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Enter Criſtiern, Attendants, &c. Trollio meets him, 


Troll. LE hail, moſt mighty of the Thrones of 


Whence thou may'ſt 2 thy conqueſts o'er the earth, f 


Troll. I think they will not- Tho' of old I know them 
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The Deliverer of his Country, 21 


When the knee trembles, and the hand g:uws ſlack, 
He caſts for Liberty ; but bends and turns 

For him that leaps with Boldneſs on his back, 

And ſpurs him to the bit. 


SCENE II. Enter a Gentleman Uſher, and ſeveral 
Peaſants, who kneel and bow at a Diſtance. 


Criſt. What ſlaves are thoſe ? 

Gent. My gracious Liege, your ſubjeQs, 

Criſt. Whence ? 

Gent. Of Sweden. 
From Angermannia, from Hel/ingia ſome, 
Some from Gemtian, and Nerician provinces, 

Criſt. Their buſineſs ? 

Gent. They come to ſpeak their Griefs. 

Criſt. Their griefs ! their Inſolence. 
Is not the camel mute beneath his burden? 
Were they not born to bear? away !—hold ! come, 
What wou'd theſe Murmurers ? 

Gent. Moſt royal Cri/tiern, 
They ſay they have but one—one gracious King, 
And yet are bow'd beneath a hoſt of tyrants, 
Taſk-maſters, ſoldiers, gatherers of ſubſidies, 
All Officers of Rapine, Rape, and Murder; 
Will-doing potentates, the Lords of Licence, 
Who weigh their ſweat and blood, and heavier ſhame, 
Ev'n as a feather puff'd away in ſport, 
The Paſtime of a Gale. 

Criſt. I'll hear no more. 
T know ye, well I know ye, ye baſe ſupplicants, 
Fear is the only worthip of your ſouls ; 
And ever where ye hate, ye yield obeyſance. 
Wretches ! ſhall I go poring on the earth, 
Left my imperial foot ſhould tread on Emmets ? 
Is it for you I muſt controul my ſoldiers, 
And coop my Eagles from their Carrion ? No 
Are ye not Commoners, vile things in Nature, 
Poor priceleſs Peaſants ? ſlaves can know no Property: 
Out of my Sight [Exeunt Peaſants. 


SCENE 


| 
Why, what are Kings, if ſlaves can brave us thus; 
Go, Trollio, hold him to the rack—Tear, ſearch him, 


1 Prove him thro' ev'ry Poignance, ſting him deep. 
'1 18 [Exit Trollio vit Arvida guarded, 


SCENE 
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8 
SC EN FE III. Enter Arvida guarded ; and © | 
Gentleman. | f 
Ard. Now, fate, Lm caught, and what remains is at 
obvious. Fiv 
Gent. A Priſoner, good my Lord. gm 
Criſt. When taken? 10 
Gent, Now, ev'n here, before your tent; 17 
I mark'd his careleſs Action, but his eye 01 
Of ſtudied obſervation then his port To 
And bale attire ill ſuiting— I enquir'd, C 
But found he was a ſtranger. 
Cri/t. Ha! obſerve. 0): 
(Damn'd affectation) what a ſullen ſcorn hy 
Knits up his brow, and frowns upon our preſence, ont 
What—ay—thou wou'dſt be thought a Myſtery, h 
Some Greatneſs in Eclipſe—whence art thou, ſlave ? 4 
Silent ! Nay, then — bring forth the torture there don! 
A Smile! Damnation!—how the wreich aſſumes Dt | 
tl The wreck of ſtate, the ſuſt'ring ſoul of Majeſty ! And 
114 What, have we no Pre-eminence, no Claim? C 
oY Doſt thou not know thy life is in our Pow'r ? h 
bl Arv. Tis therefore I deſpiſe it. 
il Criſt. Matchleſs Infolence ! wi 
"IF What art thou ? ſpeak ! hi: 
We Arwv. Be ſure no friendto thee ; nd 
| | For I'm a Foe to tyrants. am 
'd Cri/t. Fiends and fire I- Ih 
| | | | A Whirlwind tear thee, moſt audacious traitor, C 
11 Arv. Do, rage and chafe, thy wrath's beneath me, 
1 Criſtiern. | C 
| | How poor thy pow'r, how empty is thy happineſs ! a 5 
fl. When ſuch a wretch, as J appear to be, - 
| Can ride thy temper, harrow up thy Form, / 
0 And ſtretch thy ſoul upon the rack of Paſſion. 00 
| 1 Criſt. I'll know thee I will know thee ! bear 1 
. him hence ! 
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The Deliverer of his Country. 


<3 


SCENE IV. Enter a Meſſenger as in Haſte, 


* Criſt, What wou'dſt thou, Fellow ? 
Mefſ. O my ſovereign Lord, 
am come faſt and far, from Ev'n till Morn, | 
Five times I've crofs'd the ſhade of ſleepleſs Night 
Impatient of thy Preſence. 
* Criſt. Whence ? 
Meſſ. From Denmark. 
ommended from the Conſort of thy Throne 
To ſpeed and privacy. 
Criſt. Your words woud taſte of terror 
ſpeak out, 
or dare to tremble her e For didſt thou bear 
hy Tidings from a thouſand Leagues around, 
nmov'd I move the Whole, the cent'ring Nave, 
here turnsithat mighty circle—Speak thy Meſſa ge. 
Mel. A ſecret Malady, my gracious Liege, 
dome factious Vapour, riſen from off the ſkirts 
Df ſouthmoſt Norevay, has diffus'd its bane, 
And rages now within the Heart of Denmark, 
Criſt. It muſt not, cannot, 'tis impoſſible ! 
hat, my own Danes ? Nay, then the World wants 
Weeding. 
will not bear it Hell! I'd rather ſee 
his Earth a Deſart, deſolate and wild, 
nd like the Lion ſtalk my lonely round, 
amiſh'd and roaring for my Prey—Call Trollio, 
have Men ſtudied, deeply read in Miſchiefs. 


CENE V. Enter a Servant, who kneels and 
5 delivers a Letter, 
Criſt. From whom ? 
| Serv; From Peter /on. 
Criſt. To Trollio - Right Reads. 
ow's this — Be gone 
0 all—without there—wait my Pleaſure. 
K Curſe ! How Hell has tim'd its Pla gues! 


wretch, 


SCENE VI. Enter Trollio. 
Criſt. Come near, my Trollio. 
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24 GUSTAVUS VASA; 


We've head ill News from Denmark—that's a Trifle<: 
But here's to blaſt thy Eyes—Read — 
Troll. Ha ! Guftawus ! 
So near ns, and in Arms | 
o_ What's to be done ? Now, Trollio, now's the 
ime 
To ſubtilize thy Soul, ſound every Depth, 
And waken all the wond'rous Stateſman in thee. 
For I muſt tell thee (ſpite of pride and Royalty, 
Of guarding Armies, and of circling Nations 
That bend beneath my Nod) this curs'd Gu/tavus 
Invades my ſhrinking ſpirits, awes my heart, 
And fits upon my flumbers—AIl! in vain 
Has he been daring, and have I been vigilant ; 
Spite of himſelf he ſtill evades the Hunter, 
Andif there's pow'r in Heav'n or Hell it guards him, 
When was | vanquiſh'd, but when he oppos'd me ? 
When have I conquer'd, but when he was abſent ? 
His Name's a Hoſt, a terror to my Legions. 
And by my triple Crown, I ſwear, Cu/tavus, 
Pd rather meet all Europe for my Foe, 
Than ſee thy Face in Arms! 
Troll. Be calm, my Liege; 
And liſten to a ſecret big with Conſequence, 
That gives thee back the ſecond Man on Earth, 8 
Whoſe Valour cou'd plant Fears around thy Throne = 


„ K & PII 


Thy Pris'ner T 
Criſt. What of him ? 0 
Troll. The Prince Arvida. A 
Criſt. How ! | 


Troll. The ſame. 
Criſt. My royal Fugitive! 
Troll. Moſt certain. W 
Criſt. Now then 'tis plain who ſent him hither. Cc 
Troll. Ves. 1 
Pray give me Leave, my Lord--a Thought comes er De 
me 
If fo he muſt be our  [Pauſ An 
Your Pardon for a Queſtion—Has Arvida 


E' er ſeen your beauteous Daughter; your Criſtina No 


Criſt, Never-—yes—pothibly he might, that ax | ry 


The Deliverer of his Country. 25 


When the proud Pair, Gu/lawus and At vida, 
Thro' Copenhagen drew a Length of Chain, 
And grac'd my Chariot Wheels but why the Queſ- 
tion ? 
he Troll. I'll tell you—while e' en now he ſtood before 
us, 
I mark'd his high Demeanour, and my Eye 
Claim'd ſome neee, of him, tho' in Clouds 
Doubt ful and diſtant, but a nearer View 
Renew'd the Characters effac'd by Abſence. 
Vet, Teſt he might preſume upon a Friendſhip 
Of ancient League between us, I diſſembled, 
Nor ſeem'd to know him On he proudly ſtrode, 
As who ſhould ſay, Back, Fortune, know thy Diſtance! 
Thus ſteddily he paſs'd, and mock'd his Fate. 
When, lo ! the Princeſs to her Morning Walk 
Came forth attended—quick Amazement ſeiv'd 
Arwvida at the Sight; his Steps took Root, 
A Tremor ſhook him ; and his alt'ring Cheek 
Now ſudden fluſh'd, then fled its wonted Colour ; 
While with an eager and intemp'rate Look 
He bent his Form, and hung upon her Beauties. 
Crit, Ha! did our Daughter note him? 
Troll. No, my Lord; 
She paſs'd regardleſs—Strait his Pride fell from him, 
ron And at her Name he ſtarted. 
Then heav'd a Sigh, and caſt a look to Heav'n, 
Of ſuch a mute, yet eloquent Emotion, 
As ſeem'd to ſay, Now, Fate, thou haſt prevail'd, 
And found one Way to triumph o'er Arwida! 
Criſt. But whither wou'd this lead ? 
Troll. Liſt, liſt, my Lord! 
While thus his Soul's unſeated, ſhook by Paſhon, 
r. Þ Cou'd we engage him to betray Guſtavus 
FF Cri. O empty Hope! Impoſſible, my Trollio, 
s ei Do I not know him, and the curs'd Guftavus ? 
Both fix'd in Reſolution deep as Hell, 
Pau And proud as high Olympus ! 
Troll. Ah, my Liege, 
No mortal Footing treads fo firm in Virtue, 
As always to abide the ſſipp'ry Path, 
Nor deviate with the Biaſs—Some have few, 
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LY 


But each Man! = his Failing, ſome Defect 
Wherein to ſlide Temptation—Leave him to me. 
Crift. I know thou haſt a ſerpentizing Genius, 
Can'ſt wind the ſubtleſt Mazes of the Soul, 
And trace her Wand'rings to the Source of Action. 
If thou canſt bend this proud one to our Purpoſe, 
And make the Lion crouch, 'tis wellIf not, 
Away at once, and ſweep him from Remembrance. 
Troll. Then I mult promiſe deep. 
Criſt. Ay any thing; out-bid Ambition. 
T roll. Love ? 
Criſt. Ha! Yes —our Daughter too—if ſhe can 
bribe him : 
But then to win him to betray his Friend ? 
Troll. O doubt it not, my Lord—for if he loves, 
As ſure he greatly does, I have a Stratagem 
That holds the Certainty of Fate within it. 
Love is a Paſſion whoſe Effects are various; 
jt ever brings ſome Change upon the Soul, 
Some Virtue, or ſome Vice, 'till then unknown, 
Degrades the Hero, and makes Cowards valiant. 
Criſt. True, whey it ours upon a youthful Temper, 
Open and apt to take the Torrent in; 
It owns no Limits, no Reſtraint it knows, 
But ſweeps all down, tho' Heav'n and Hell oppoſe; 
Ev'n Virtue rears in vain her facred Mound, 
Raz'd in its Rage, or in its lwelliags drown'd, [Fxeunt. 


SCENE VII. Opens and: diſcovers Arvida in 
Chains, Guards preparing Inſiru ments of Death and 


Torture. Ee advances in Confuſion. 
« 


Are. Off, off. vain Cumbrance, ye conflicting thoughts! 
Leave me to Heav'n. O Peace It will Rot he 
Juſt when I roſe above Mortality, 

T5 pour her wond'rous Weight of Charms upon me! 
At ſuch a Time, it was, it was too much! 

To pluck the ſoaring Pinion of my Soul, 

While Eagle-ey'd the heid her Flight to Heaven, 

O'er Pain and Death triumphant ! Help, ye ente 
Angelic Miniſters deſcend, deicend ! 

And lift mz to myſelf ; hold, bind my Heart 


Firm 
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Firm and unſhaken i in th' approachinp Ruin, 

T he Wreck bf Earth-born Frailty !aad, O Heav'n ! 
For ev'ry Pang theſe tortur'd Limbs ſhall feel, 
Deſcend in ten- fold Bleſſings on Gu/tawus ! © 

Yes, bleſs him, bleſs him! Crown his Hours with 121 
His Head w ith Glory, and his Arms with Conquelt ; 

Set his firm Foot upon the Neck of Tyrants, 

And be his Name the Balm of every Lip 

That breathes thro' S2veden ! Worthieſt to be ſtil'd 
Their Friend, their Chief, their Father, and their King! 


SCENE VIII. Enter Trollio. 
Troll. Unbind your Beer. | 


Arv. How ?- 
Troll, Vou have your deny, | 
And may depart unqueſtion'd. * 


Are. Do nut mock me. 


It is not to be thought, while Pow remains, 


That Criſtiera wants a Reaſon to be cruel. 
But let him know I would not be oblig'd. 
He who accepts the Favours of a Tyrant 
Shares in his Guilt ; they leave a- Stain behind them. 
Troll. You wrong the native Temper of his Soul; 
Cruel of Force, but never of Election: 
Prudence compell'd him to a Show of Tyranny ; 
Howe*'er thoſe Politicks are now no more, | 
And Mercy in her Turn ihall thine on Sweden. 
Arv. Indeed! It were a lirange, a bieſs'd Reverſe, 
De voutly to be wiſh'd, but then the Cauſe, 
The Cauſe, my Lord, muſt ſurely be uncommon. 
May I preſume ? 
Perhaps a Secret. 
Troll. No or i{ it were, 
The Bolinefs of thy Spirit claims Reſpect, 
And ſhou'd be anſwer'd. Know, the only Man, 
In whom our Monarch ever knew Re pulſe, 
Is now our Friend ; that Terror of the Field, 
Th' invincible Guſtar us. 
Arv. Ha ! Friend to Cri/tiern ? Guard thyſelf, my 


Heart ! [Afide, 
Nor ſeem to take Alarm- Why, good my Lord, 
B 2 


What 
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What Terror is here in a Wretch proſerib'd, 
Naked of Means, and diſtant as Guftawu*? 
T "OI you miſtake—Ncx knew we till this 
our 
The Rage was ſo near—From yondet Hill 
He ſends Propoſals, back'd with all the Pow'rs 
Of Dalecarlia, thoſe licentious Reſolutes, 
Who, having nought to hazard in the Wreck, 
Are ever foremoſt to foment a Storm, 
Arv. I were too bold to queſtion on the Terms. 
Troll. No- truſt me, valiant Man, whoe'er thou art, 
I wou'd do much to win a Worth like thine, 
By any Act of Service, or of Confidence. 
The Terms Guftawus claims, indeed, are haughty ; 
The Freedom of his Mother and his Siſter. 
His forfeit Province, Gothland, and'the Iles 
Submitted to his Scepter—But the League, 
The Bond of Amity, and laſting Friendſhip, 
Is, that he claims 8 for his Bride. 
You ſtart, and ſeem ſurpriz d. 
Arw. A ſudden Pain 
Jul ſtruck athwart my Breaſt—But ſay, my Lord, 
thought you nam'd Criſtina 
Troll. Ves. , 
Arwv. O Torture! Aide. 
What of her, my good Lord? 
Troll. I faid, Guftawus claim'd her for his Bride. 
Arw. His Bride! his Wife! 
You did not mean his Wife ! Do Fiends feel this ? 
[Aſide. 
Down, Heart, nor tell thy Anguiſh ! Pray excuſe me, 
Did you not ſay, the Princeſs was his Wife? 
Whoſe Wiſe, my Lord ? 
Troll. ] did not ſay what was, but what muſt be. 
Arv. Touching Gu/tavus, was it not? 
Troll. The ſame. 
Arv. His Bride! 
Troll. I fay his Bride, his Wife ; his lov'd Criftina ! 
Criſtina, fancied in the very Prime 
And you thful Smile of Nature ; form'd for Joys 
Unknown to Mortals. You ſeem indiſpos'd. 
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Aru. The Crime of Conſtitution Oh, Gu/tavus ! 
| [Afrde, 
This is too much !—And think you then, my Lord 
What, will the royal Cri/tiern e er conſent 
To match his Daughter with his deadlieſt Foe ? | 
Troll. What ſhow'd he do? War elſe muſt be eternal. 
Beſides. ſome Rumours from his Dani/h Realms 
Make Peace eſſential here. | 
Arv. Yes, Peace has Sweets, 
That Hyb/a never knew; it ſleeps on Down, t 
Cull'd gently from beneath the Cherub's Wings ; 
No Bed for Mortals—Man is Warfare—All 
A Hurricane within; yet Friendſhip ſtoops, 


And gilis the Gloom with Falſhood—Smiles and Var- 


niſh ! 
For ſtill the Storm grows high, and then no Shore! 
No Rock to ſplit on! Twere a kind Perdition 
To fink ten thouſand Fathom at a Plunge, 
And faſten on Oblivion—there we hold | 
And all is [ Faints, 
Troll. Help, bear him np. O'Potency of Love ! 
That plucks this noble Fabrick from his Baſe. 
Bend, bend him forward—He revives—How fare you ? 
Arv. I know not- yet a Dagger were moſt friendly. 


Return me, Frollio, O return me back 


To Death, to Racks ! Undone, undone Arvida ! 
Troll. Is't poſſible, my Lord Ythe Prince Arwida ! 


My friend ! {Embraces him 
Arv. Confuſion to the Name! [Turns* 
Troll. Why this, good Heav'n > And wherefore thus 

diſguis'd ? 


Arv. Yes, that accompliſh'd Traitor, that Guſtavus, 
While he fat planning private Scenes of Happineſs, 
O well diſſembled ! He, he ſent me hither ; 
My friendly, unſuſpecting Heart a Sacrifice, 
To make Death ſure, and rid him of a Rival. 
Troll. A Rival ! Do you then love Cri/tiern's Daugh- 
ter? 
Aru. Name her not, Trollio; ſince ſhe can't be mine 


p Euſtavus ! how, ah ! how haſt thou de ceiv'd me! 
„Who could have look'd for Falſhood from thy Brow ? 
| B 3 Whoſe: 
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10 heaw nly Arch was as the Throne of Virtue, 
Thy Eye appear'd a Sun to chear the World, 
Thy Boſom ruth fair Palace, and thy Arms, 
Benevolent, the Harbour for Mank nd. 
Troll. What' s to be done? Believe me, valiant Prince, 
I know not which moſt ſways me to thy Int'reſts, 
My Love to thee, or Hatred to Guſtavus. | 
Aro. Wou'd you then fave me? Think, contrive it 
quickly! 
Lend me your Troops 
eance, 
Myſelf will face this Terrer of the North, 
This Son of Fame this O Guſtavus - What ? 
Where had 1 wander'd ? Stab my bleeding Country ! 
Sa ve, ſhield me from that Thought. 
Troll. Retire, my Lord ; 
For ſee, the Princeſs comes. 1% % 
Aru. Where, Trollio, where? f 
Ha ! Yes, ſhe comes indeed ! her Beauties drive 


—by all the pow'rs of Ven- 


Time, Place, and Truth, and Circumſtance before J 


them ! 
Perdition pleaſes there—pull—tear me from her ! 
Yet muſt I gaze—but one—but one Lack more, 


And I were loſt for ever. UII un, 0 


8. C E N E IX. Enter Criſtina, Marias, and ct. r 


tendants. 


Criſtina. Forbid it, Shame ! Forbid i it, Virgin! Modeſ- | 


No, no, my Friend, Guſtevus ne'er ſhall know it. iy! 
0 L am over- paid with conſcious Pleaſure; 
The Senſe but to have ſav'd that wond'rous Man, 
Is ſtill a ſmiling Cherub in my Breaſt, 
And whiſpers Peace within. 
Mar. Tis ſtrange a Man of his high Note and | 
Conſequence. 
Shou'd fo — the buſy Search of Thouſands ; 
That fix long Months have ſhut him from Enquiry, 
And not an Eye can trace him to his Covert. 


Criſtina. Once *twas not lo, each Infant liſfp'd, | ; 


Guſtavus ! 
It was the fav'rite Name of ev'ry Language, 


' 
« = 
His 
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His ſlighteſt Motions fill'd the World with Tidings 3 

Wak'd he, or ſlept, Fame watch'd th' important Hour, 
And Nations told it round. 

Mar. I've heard, my princeſs, 

What "Time Guſtavus lay detain'd in Denmark, 

Your royal Father ſoug ht the Hero's Friendſhip, 

And offer'd ample Terms of Peace and Amity. 

Criſtina. He did ; he offer'd that, my Mariana, 

For which contending Monarchs fu'd in vain, 

He offer'd me, his Darling, his Criſtina; 

But I was lighted, ſighted by a Captive, 

Tho' Kingdoms ſwell'd my Dower, 

Mar. Amazement fix me, 

Rejected by Gu/tavus ! 

Criſtina. Yes, Mariana but rejected nobly, 

Nor Worlds cou'd win him to betray his Country ! 

Had he conſented, I had then deſpis'd him, 

What's all the gaudy Gli ter of a Crown ? 

What, but the glaring Meteor of Ambition, 

That leads a Wretch benighted 1n his Errors, 

Points to the Gulph, and ſhines upon Deſtruction. 

Mar. You wrong your Charms, whoſe Pow'r might 
reconcile 
3 Things oppoſite in Nature—Had he ſeen you ! 
Criſtina. Ha has, my Mariana, he has ſeen me. 
I'll tell thee Yet while inexpert of Years, 

| I heard of bloody Spoils, the Waſte of War, 

And dire conflicting Man; Gu/tavus' Name 

Superior roſe, ſtill dreadful in the tale: 

Ihen firſt he ſeiz d my Infancy of Soul, 

As ſomewhat fabled of gigantic Fierceneſs, 
Too huge for any form ; he ſcar'd my ſleep, 
And fill'd my young Idea. Not the Baſt 
Of all his virtues, graces only known 
To him and heav'nly natures ! cou'd eraſe 

The ſtrong Impreſſion ; till that wond'rous day 

In which he met my Eyes. But O, O Heav'n! 

O Love, and all ye cordial Pow 'rs of Paſſion! 

What then was my Amazement ! he was chain'd 
Was chain'd. my Mariana ! Like the robes 

Of Coronation, worn by youthful Kings, 

He drew his Shackles. The Herculean Nerve 
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Braced his young Arm; and ſoften'd in his Cheek 
Liv'd more than Woman's Sweetneſs ! Then his Eye 


His Mein ! his native Dignity ! He look'd, / 
As tho” he led Captivity in Chains, 8 
And all were Slaves around. 7 
Mar. Did he obſerve you? 1 
Criſt. He did: for as I trembl'd, look'd and ſighh d; L. 
His Eyes met mine; he fix'd their Glories on me. g 
Confuſion thrill'd me then, and ſecret Joy, [4 
Faſt throbbing ſtole its Treaſures from my Heart, [4 
And mantling upward, turn'd my Face to Crimſon. |” D 
L wiſh'd—but did not dare to look——he gaz'd ; Du 
When ſudden, as by Force, he turn'd away, i& Ar 
And would not more behold me. X ” : 
SCENE X. Enter Laertes, 1 
Laer. Ah, bright imperial Maid l my royal Miſtreſs! |: bo 
Criſtina, What wou'dſt thou ſay? Thy Looks ſpeak 1 
Terror to me. | 
Laer. O you are ruin'd, ſacrific'd, undone ! 
] heard it all; your cruel, cruel Father 
Has ſold you, giv'n you up a Spoil to Treaſon, Tas 
The Purchaſe of the nobleſt Blood on Earth— 
Guſtavus ! 
Criſtina. Ah! What of him? Where, where is he 
Laer. In Dalecarlia, on ſome great Deſign, | 
Doom'd in an Hour to fall by faithleſs Hands: 25 
His Friend, the brave, the falſe, deceiv'd Arvida, _ 
Ev'n now prepares to lead a Band of Rufhans ' Gu/7 
| Beneath the winding Covert of the Hill, . 
And ſeize Gu/tavus, obvious to the Snares To d 
| Of Friendſhip's fair Diſſemblance. And your Father | And! 
Has vow'd your Beauties to Arwida's Arms, Why 
The Purchaſe of his Falſehood. I Orar 
Criſtina, Shield me, Heay'n ! To wi 
Firſt, Duty, break thy filial Bands in ſunder, | To ſtr 
And blot the Name of Parent from the World! And f: 
Is there no Lett, no means of quick Prevention? Each 
Laer Behold my Life ſtill chain'd to thy Direction, Cull a 
My will ſhall have a Wing for ev'ry Word, Lo pu 
| That breathes thy Mandate. | And 5 


Criſtina, Will you, good Laertes ? 
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Alas, I fear to overtaſk thy friendſhip. 

Say, will you ſave me then—O go, haſte, fly ! 

Acquaint Gufavus—if, if he muſt fall, 

Let Hoſts that hem this ſingle Lion in, 

Let Nations hunt him down—let him fall nobly. _ 
Laer. I go, my Princeſs—Heay'n direct me to him! 


Exit. 
Criſtina I wou'd pray too, to ſave me from Polluti- 
- Deteſted Stain, the Touch of the Betrayer ! Ion; 


But mighty Love the partial pray'r arreſts, 
And leaves me only anxious For Guſtavus. 
For him cold Fears my fainting Boſom chill, 
His Cares diſtract me, and his Dangers kill; 
Ye Pow'rs! if deaf to all the vows I make, 
Yet ſhield Gu/tavus, for Guſtavus ,Sake ; 

Protect his Virtues from a faithleſs Foe, 
And fave your only Image, left below. 
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SCENE, Mountains of Dalecarlia. 


Enter Guſtavus as a Peaſant—Dalecarlians following. 
Guſt. 


E Men of Sweden, wherefore are ye come? 


: See ye not yonder, how the Locuſts ſwarm, 
To drink the Fountains of your honour up, 


And leave your hills a Deſart.—Wretched Men! 

Why came ye forth? Is this a time for ſport ? 

Or are yet met with ſong and jovial Feaſt, 

| To welcome your new Gueſts, your Daniſh Viſitants ? 

To ſtretch your ſupple Necks, beneath their Feet, 

And fawning lick the duſt ? Go, go, my Countrymen 
Each to your ſeveral Manſions, trim them out, 

Cull all the tedious Earnings of your Toil - 

Jo purchaſe bondage—Bid your blooming Daughters. 


And your chaſte wives to ſpread their beds with ſe ft- 
? nels; 
Bs 


Then 
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Then go ye forth, and with your proper hands Y T 
Conduct your maſters in; conduct the ſons f A. 
Of Luft and Violaion O Swedes, Swedes ! 80 
Heay'ns ! are ye Men, and will ye ſuffer this? Br 
SCENE II. Enter Arnoldus, who talks apart Fo 
with Guſtavus . 
1 Co! 
iſt Dale. How my blood boils ! De 
2d Dale. Who is this honeſt Spokeſman ? 4 . | 
zd Dale. What, know you not Rodo/phus of the mines? For 
A better Lab'rer ne'cr ſtruck ſteel to ſtone. = N You 
Gu/t. There was a time, my friends! a glorious time Ves 
When, had a ſingle man of your forefathers AI 
Upon the Frontier met a Hoſt in Arms, The 
His courage ſcarce had turn'd; himſelf had ſtood, Tha 
Alone had ſtood the bulwark of his Country. Sy? 
Your fires were known but by their manly Fronts, My 
On their black Brows, enthron'd, fat Liberty, I wo 
The awe of honour, and contempt of Death. For 
iſt Dale. We axe nat baſtards. Here 
2d Dale. No. Whe 
3d Dale. We're Dalecarlians. | | Tho? 
Guſt. Come, come ye on then: herel take my ſtand Who 
Here on the brink, the very Verge of Liberty ; Bere 
Altho' Contention riſe upon the clouds, | Gu, 
Mix Heav'n with Earth, and roll the ruin onward ; | | 
Here will J fix, and breaſt me to the ſhock, _ ' Wee 
Till I, or Denmark fall. A F. 
Fi And who art thcu? . | Shall x 
That thus wou'dſt ſwallow all the Glory up Al. 
That ſhou'd redeem the Times ? Behold this breaſt, No Boi 
The ſword has till'd it; and the ſtripes of ſla ves Arn. 
Shall ne'er tzace honour here; ſhall never blot Brave] 
The fair Inſeription Never ſhall the cords * Tongu, 
Of Daniſh Inſolence bind down theſe Arms © BShallm 
That bore my royal Mafter from the field. ; From ! 
Guſt. Ha ] Say you, Brother? Were you there—O, Say, in 
| Grief ! | | From t 
Where 1 iberty and Stenon fell together? That by 
Siv. Ves, I was there A bloody Field it was, Who the 
Where Conqueſt gaſp'd, and wanted breathito'tell Srv. | 


Its' o'cr—toil'd Triumph. There our bieeding King, Why wo 
| | There 
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There Stenon on this Boſom made his Bed, 

And rolling back his dying Eyes upon me; 
Soldier, he cried, if e'er it be thy Lot 

To fee my valiant Couſin, great Gu/tawus, 

Tell him—for once, that I have fought like him, 
And wou'd like him have 
Conquer'd—he ſhou'd have faid—but there, O there, 
Death ſto pt him ſhort. 

. Guſt. Come to my Arms, ard let me hide thy tears, 
For I have caught their Softneſs—O Danes, Danes! 
You ſhall weep blood for this. Shall they not, Brother ? 
Ves, we will deal our Might with thrifty Vengeance, 

A Life for ev'ry blow, nd when we fall, 
There ſhall be weight in't; like the tott'ring tow'rs 
That draw contiguous ruin. 

Si v. Brave, brave man! | | 

My ſoul admires thee—By my Father's ſpirit, 
I wovu'd not barter ſuch a death as this 
For Immortality! Nor we alone 

Here are the truſty gleanings of that field 
Where laſt we fought for Freedom; here's rich poverty, 
Tho' wrapp'd in rags, my fifty brave Companions ; 
Who thro' the force of fifteen thouſand Foes 
Bere off their King, and ſav'd his great remains. 
Gut. Give me your hands, thoſe valiant Hands— 

Why, Captain, 
We could but die alone, with theſe we'll conquer. 
IA Fellow Lab'rers too What fay ye, Friends? 
Shall we not ſtrike for't ? 
| Ai. Death; Victory or Death! 
No Bonds, no Bonds ! 

Arn. Spoke like yourſelves—Ye Men of Dalecatlia, 

| Brave Men and bold ! whom ev'ry future Age, 
© Tongues, Nations, Languages, and Rolls of Fame 
Shall mark for wond'rous deeds, atchievements won 
From Honour's cang*rous Summit, Warriors all! 
Say, might ye chuſe a Chief, for high Exploits, 

From the firſt Annal, to the lateſt Praifi 

ra iſe 

That breathes a Hero's Name—Speak, name the Man 
Who then ſhould meet your With ? 
| Sv. Forbear the Theme. 


IWhy wou'dſt thou ſeck to fink us with the Weight 


Of 


I— „ 2 « ͤöꝛü̃ ü—— — 
= 


36 GHUSTAVUS VASA, 


Of grievous Recollection? O Gu/tawus ! 
Cou'd the Dead wake, thou wert that Man of Men, 
Firſt of the Foremoſt, 

Guſt. Didſt thou know GCuſtawus ? 


Siv, Know him! O Heav'n ! What elſe, who elſe 


was worth 


The Knowledge of a Soldier? The great Day, 
When Criſtiern, in his third Attempt on Sweden, 


Had ſumm'd his Pow'rs and weigh'd the Scale of fight: 


On the bold Brink, the very Puſh of Conqueſt, 
Guſtavus ruih'd, and bore the Battle down; 

In his full Sway of Proweſs, like Leviathan 

That ſcoops his foaming Progreſs on the Main, 
And drives the Shoals eee xe I ſprung 

All emulous, and lab'ring to attend him; 

Fear fled before, behind him Rout grew loud, 
And diſtant Wonder gaz'd—At length he turn'd, 
And havingey'd me with a wond'rous Look 

Of ſweetneſs mix*d with Glory Grace ineſtimable ! 
He pluck'd this Bracelet from his conq'ring Arm, 
And bound it here—My Writt ſeem'd treble nerv'd ; 


My Heart ſpoke. to him, and I did ſuch Deeds 


As beſt might thank him—But from that bleſs'd Day 
I never ſaw him more—yet ſtill to this, 
I bow, as to the Relicks of my Saint : 
Each Morn I drop a Tear on ev'ry Bead, 
Count all the Glories of Cu/tavus o'er, 
And think I fti!l behold him. 
Gt. Rightly thought; 
For ſo thou doſt, my Soldier. 
Give me my Arms—OFﬀ, off, ye dark Diſguiſes ! ' 
For I will be myſelf. Behold your General, 
Guſiavus ! come once more to lead you on 
To laurel'd Victory, to Fame, to Freedom! 
it Pale. Is it 
2d Date. Yes, 
3d Dale. No. 
4th Dale. Tis he! 
sth Dale. Tis he! 
Gch Dale. Tis he 


0 Yo 
714 ST 


* Shoul: 
To Sc 
* Empir 
Occaſ 
Colleé 
Summ. 
And le 
Sound 


| The B 


And 
- Guj/t 
The lo! 
And W 
Let He 


Has B, 


And 


And be: 
Gu/t. 


The Deliverer of his Counts y. 37 


$:v. Strike me, ye Pow'rs—It is Illuſion all! 
It cannot. 
Gu/lt, What no nearer ? 
Siv. Tis, it is !— [Falls and embraces his Knees, 
Guſt. O ſpeechleſs Eloquence ! 
Riſe to my Arms, my Friend ? 
Sid. Friend! ſaid you, Friend? 
O my Heart's Lord ! My Conqu'ror ! my! — 
| Guſt. Approach, my Fellow Soldiers, your Guſtavus 
Claims no Precedence here: Friendſhip like mine 
Throus all Reſpect behind it—tis enough 
I read your Joys, your Franſports in your Eyes; 
And wou'd, O wou'd I had a Life to ſpend, 
For every Soldier here ! whoſe every Life's 
Far dearer than my own; dearer than aught, 
Except your Liberty, except your Honour. 
* Periſh Gu/tawus, ere this ſacred Sun, 
That lights the reſt of Sweden to their Shame, 
Should bluiſh upon your Chains! why ſaid I Chains! 
To Souls like yours, I ſhould have talk'd of Triumphs, 
Empire, and Fame, and Hazards imminent, 
| Occaſions wilh'd, for Glory—Haſte, brave Men! 
Collect your Friends to join us on the Inſtant; 
Summon our Brethren to their ſhare of Conqueſt, 
And let loud Echo, from her circling Hills, 
Sound Freedom, 'till the Undulation thake 
The Bounds of utmoſt Sweden, 
[Exeunt Dalecarlians, crying Guſtavus, 
| Guſtavus, Liberty. 
SCENE III. Enter Anderſon. 
And. There was a glorious Sound! 
Gujt. Yes, Anderſon, 
The long-willvd Hour is come—the Storm is up, 
And Wrecks will follow—Where they are to light 
Let Heav'n determine Well, my noble Friend, 
Has Peterſon {et out? 
* And He has, this Inſtant : 
And bears your Pacquet to the Tyrant's Camp. 
Gu/t, What think you of his Zeal ? 
And. In truth, my Lord, 
It wears a gallant ſhow, N 


} Guſt, 
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Gu t. Tis ſpecious all, 
e Fire, the | ight'ning of a Cloud 
That carries Darkness in the Rear—For Peterſon, 
To ſpread my Letters thro? the Camp of Criſtiern, 
And ſeek for Succcurs in the Jaws of Death, | 
It ſhow'd too bold, too much the flaming Patriot. 
Beſide, I know him for the Friend of Trollio. 
And. Why wow'd you then employ him ? 
Guſ. There's the Myſtery. 
"Tis not his Faith, but Treachery I truſt to. 
My Letters are directed to the Chiefs 
Of thoſe inglorious mercenary Swedes, 
Whom Cri/tiern has ſeduced to join his Hoſt, 


And turn the Sword of Conquett on their Country; 


To each of thoſe I have addreſs'd in Terms 

Of ſpecial Correſpondence, meant to rouze 
The Jealouſy of Criſtiern; as I think 

My Pacquet can't eſcape him What enſues ? 
The Tyrant hence concludes himſelf betray'd, 
Sifts all his Legions, thins the Ranks of Fight, 
And leaves them open to our bold Invaſion, 
But grant that Peter/on deceive my Aim, 

And hold the Rank of Virtue ; then the Swedes 
May waken to the glorious Call of Honour, 
So—ev'ry Way it faves us from the Guilt 


Of Swedes encount'ring Swedes, and ſpares the Bloo 


Of Brethren, tho' revolted. 

And. On my Soul, | 
This is a Stratagem that ſaps the Miner, 
Makes Treaſon turn a Traitor to itſelf ; 
And mock its own Deſigns. 


G. O noble Friend, faſt winds the great Machin 
That ſtrikes the Fate of Sweden—Go, my Anderſon, 


Afſemble all thy brave Adherents round thee, 
With warlike Inſpiration warm their Souls, 
And haſſe to join me here. 


And. I will, my Lord, [Exit 


SCENE IV. Enter Laertes. 
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Gu Yes. Thou haſt a hoftile Garb. 
Ha ! ſay art thou Laertes ? If I err not, 
There is a friendly Semblance in that Face, 
Which anſwers to a fond impreilion here, 
And tells me l'm thy Debtor my Deltv'rer ! 
Laer. No, valiant Prince, you over-rate my Service; 
There is a worthier Object of your Gratitude 
Whom vet you know not—O; have to tell 
But then to gain your Credit, muſt unfold 
What haply ſhould be fecret—Be it to ; 
Lou are all Honour. 
| Cu/. Let me to thy Mind, 
For thou haſt wak'd my Soul into a Thought 
That holds me, all Attention. 
Laer. Mightieſt Man! 
To me alone you held yourſelf oblig'd 
For Liſe and Liberty Had it been fo, 
were moſt bleſs'd, with Retribution juſt 
To pay thee for my own——PFor on the Day 
When by your Arm the mighty Thraces fell, 
Fate threw me to your Sword—You ſpar'd my Youth, 
And in the very Whirl and Rage of Fight 
our Eye was taught Compaſſion from that Hour 
I vow'd my Life the Slave of your Rememb'rance ; 
ad often, as Cri/tina, heav'nly Maid! 
Ehe Miſtreſs of my Service, queſtion'd me 
Of Wars and vent'rous Deeds, my Tidings came 
dill freighted with thy Name, until the Day 
In which yourſelf appear 'd to make Praile ſpeechleſs, 
'riſtina ſaw you then, and on your Fate 
Dropp'd a kind Tear ; and when your noble Scorn 
Df proffer'd Terms provok'd her Father's Rage 
To take the deadly Forfeit ; the, ſhe only, 
Whole Virtues watch'd the precious Hour of Mercy, 
All trembling, ſent my ſecret hand to fave you; 
here, thro' a Paſs unknown to all your Keepers, 
led you forth, and gave you to your Liberty. 
'T Gu/. O I am funk, o'erwhelm'd with wond'rous 
Goodneſs, 
ut were I rich and free as open Wines 
hat teem their golden Wealth upon the Worid, 
ul I were poor, u une qual to her Bounty. 


Nor 
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Nor can] longer doubt whoſe gen'rous Arm , 
In my Arvida, in my Friend's Deliverance, | 
Gave double Life, and Freedom to Gu tauus. ; 
Laer. A fatal Preſent ! Ah, you know him not; 
Ari da is miſled, undone by Paſſion ; N 
Falſe to your Friendſhip, to your Truſt unfaithful. ö 
Guſ. Ha ! hold! | Gu 
Laer. I muſt unfold it. ' Þ 
Gu. Yet forbear : N Gu 
This Way—T hear fore hace you ſoft——P wou 
If thou haſt aught to urge : againſt Arvida, 18 
The Man of Virtue, tell it not the Wind; L Woul, 
Leſt Slander catch the Sound, and Guilt ſhoutdtriump Fs 
as | 3 
t 
In Na 


SCENE V. Arvida entering ſpeals to a Soldie | Gu/ 
Aru. He's here——bear back my Orders to yo 41 


Fellows, | Gu; 
That not a Man, on Peril of his Lite, Ara 
Advance in Sight 'till call d. Were 
Sold. My Lord, Iwill | Su, 
Ax. Have I not vow'd it, faithleſs as he is, {My he 
Have I nct vow'd his Fall? Yet, good Heav'n! Had 1 
Why ſtart theſe ſudden Tears? On; on I muſt, | Arc 
For Tam half way down the dizzy Steep, Didſt 
Where my Brain turns A Draught of Lethe now . Gu/ 
O that the World wou'd ſleep to wake no more | Tknov 
Or that the Name of Friendſhip bore no Charm The! 
To make my Nerve unſteady, and this Steel Firm 
Fly backward from its Taſk I—It ſhall be cone. Till i 
Empire! Criſtina ! tho? th' affrighted Sun The 
Start back with Horror of the direful Stroke, And v 
It ſhall be done. Calm, calm the Hell, within For ſt 
'Thy Looks may elſe turn Traitors—Ha, he comes! On W 
How ſteadily he looks, as Heav'n's own Book, Alrea- 
The leaf of Truth, were open'd on his Aſpect, Mark 
Up, up, dark Miniſter his Fate calls out ; Tole 
[Puts up the Daggen | To F. 
To nobler Execution ; for he comes | Thy ( 
In Oppoſition, ſingly, Man to Man, ' | Wilt 


As tho' ke bray'd my With, 
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SCENE VI. Enter Guſtavus. 


Arvida 
| lays his Hand on his Sword, and withdraws 
it by Turns—then adwances irreſolutely. 


They look for ſome time at each other 


; 
! Guy. Isit then ſo? 
+ Arv Detend thyſelf. 
C/ No—ftrke——— 
1 would unfold my Boſom to thy Sword, 
But that I know the Wound you give this Breaſt 
Would doubly pierce thy own. 

Aru. I know thee not 
It is the Time's Eclipſe, and what ſhould be 
In Nature, now is nameleſs. 

Gu/. Ah, my Brother ! 

Aru. What wouldſt thou? 

Gu. Is it thus we two ſhould meet? 

Aru. Art thou not falſe ? Deep elſe, O deep indeed 
Were my Damnation. 

Guſ. Dear, unhappy Man! 
My heart bleeds for thee. Falſe I'd ſurely been 
Had I like thee been tempted. 

Arv. Ha ! Speak, ſpeak, 
Didſt thou not ſend to treat with Criſtiern? 
| Guſ Never. 
'T know thy Error, but I know the Arts, 
The Frauds, the Wiles that practis'd on thy Virtue ; 
Firm how you ſtood, and tow'r'd above Mortality; 
Till in the fond unguarded Hour of Love, 
The wily, undermining Trollio came, 
And won thee from thyſelf—a Moment won thee — 
For ſtill thou art Aida, (till the Man 
On whom thy Country calls for her Deliv'rance, 
Already are her braveſt Sons in Arms, 
Mark how they ſhout, impatient of our Preſence, 

To lead them on to a new Lite of | iberty, [ther ! 
# To Fame, to Conqueſt—Ha, IIeav'n guard my Bro- 
| Thy Cheek turns pale, thy Eve is wild upon me, @ 

1 Wilt thou not anſwer me ? 


Arv. 


* 


is 


| Muſt ſoon be dark. 
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Arv. Guſtavus ! 

C. Speak. 

Aru. Have I not dream'd ? 

Gu/. No other ] eſteem it. 
Where lives the Man whoſe Reaſon ſſumbers not? 
Still pure, ſtill blameleſs, if at wonted Dawn 
Again he wakes to Virtue. 

Arv. O, my Dawn, 
Confuſion diſſipates, 
To leave me worſe confounded, 

Gu/. Think no more on't. 
Come to my Arms, thou deareſt of Mankind! | 

Ar Stand off | Pollution dwells within thy Touch 
And Horror hangs around me — Cruel Man! 
O, thou haſt doubly damn'd me with this Goodneſs ; 
For Reſolution held the Deed as done ; 
That now muſt fink me—Hark ! Pm ſummon'd hence 
My Audit opens! Poiſe me | for I ſtand 
Upon a Spire, againſt whoſe ſightleſs Baſe 
Hell breaks his Wave beneath. Down, down I dare not 
And up I cannot look, for Juſtice fronts me. 
Thou ſhalt have Vengeance, tho' my purpling Blood 
Were Nectar for Heav'ns Bowl, as warm and rich, 
As now *tis baſe, it thus ſhould pour for Pardon. 

[Guſtavus catches bis Arm, and in the Strugg! 
the Dagger falls. 

Guſ. Ha! Hold, 4rvida—No, I will not loſe thee 
Forbid it, Heav'n ! thou ſhalt not rob me fo ; 
No, I will ſtruggle with thee to the laſt, 
And fave thee from thyſelf, Oh, anſwer me 
Wilt thou forſake me ? Anſwer me, my Brother, 
My beſt Arwida. 
Ax. I would peak to thee 
But let it be by Silence Oh Guftawis ! 

Guſ. Say but you'll live. 

Arv. Oh! 

Gu/. For my Sake. 

Aru. Yes, take me; 
Expoſe me, cage me, brand me for the Tool 
Of crafted Villains, 107 the verieſt Slave, 
On whom the Bend of each contemptuous Brow 


Shall look with Loathing. Ah, my Turp:tude 
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hall be the vile Comparative of Knaves 
o boaſt and whiten by! 
# Gu/. Not fo, not ſo, 
Who knows no Fault, my Friend, knows no Perfection. 
The Rectitude that Heav'n appoints to Man 
Leads on thro' Error; and the kindly Senſe 
Dt having ſtray'd endears the Road to Bliis ; 
t makes Heav'ns Way more pleaſing! O my Brother, 
is hence a thouſand cordial Charities 
derive their Growth, their Vigour, and their Sweetneſs. 
his thort Lapſe 
phall to thy future Foot give cautious Treading, 
rect and firm ia Virtue. 
Arv. Give me Leave [Offers to paſs, 
Cu. You ſliall not paſs, 
Arv. I muft. 
Gu/. Whither? 
Arv. I know not—O Guftavas / 
| Gu/. Speak. 
Arv. You can't forgive me. 
Gu/. Not forgive thee ! 
Aru. No. 
"ok there, [ Points to the Dagger. 
ind when I reſolv'd to kill thee 
J cou'd have died—indeed I could—for thee, 
cou'd have died, Guftavus /! 
C. O] know it. n 
gen'rous Mind tho* ſway'd a- while by Paſſion, 
like the ſteely Vigour of the Bow, 
till holds its native ReCtitude, and bends 
ut to recoil more forceful. Come, forget it. 


SCENE VII. Enter a Dalecarlian. 


Dale. My Lord as new I paſs'd the Mountain's Brow, 
ſpy'd ſome Men, whoſe Arms, and ftrange Attire, 
dive cauſe for Circumſpection. 

Cu. Danes, perhaps: 

laſte, intercept their Paſſige to the Camp. [Fx. Dal. 

| Arv. | hoſe ore the Danes that witneſs to my Shame, 

| Gu. Periſh th? cpprobricus Term ! not fo, Aida; 
yſelf will be the Guardian cf thy Fame; 


Yui me I will—Our Friends approach—DO clear 
| While 
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While I aicend them, clear that Cloud, my Brother, 

That fits upon the Morning of thy Youth ; 

It hangs too near the Heart of thy Guflavus, [Exit 
Arv. Of thy Suftawus ! O Wretch, Wretch, cursd 

Wretch |! 

What is this time and Place, and toys of circumſtance 

That wind our Actions, fo, as Heav'n's own hand 

What's done may not unravel ?—Pardon may !— 

There's the Lethean Sweet the Snow of Heav'n, 

New blanching o'er the Negro front of guilt, 

That to the eye of Mercy all appears 

Fair as th' unwritten Page—yet ſelf-convict, 

Tho' Heav'n's free Pow'r ſhould pardon, where's n 

Peace ? 

Thus, thus to be driven out from my own Breaſt ! 

To have no ſhed, no ſhelt'ring nook at Home 

To take Reflection in ! How looks the Wretch _ 

Whoſe Heart cries Villain to itſelf ? I'll not 

Endure its Batt'ry—Somewhat muſt be done 

Of high Import ere Night, that I may ſleep, 

Or wake for ever. 


SCENE VIII. Enter Guftayus follow'd by . 
Dalecarlians, Anderſon, Arnoldus, Sivard, Officers, &: 


1ſt Dale, Let us ſee him! 

2d Dale. Yes, and hear him too. 

zd Dale. Let us be ſure 'tis he himſelf, 

4th Dale. Our General. 

5th Dale. And we will fight while Weapons can 

found. | 

6th Dale. Or hands to wield them. 

7th Dale. Get on the bank, Guſtavus. 

And. Do, my Lord. 

Gu/. My Countrymen! 

iſt Dale. Ho |! hear him. 

2d Dale. Peace! 

3d Dale. Peace! 

4th Dale. Peace ! 

G Amazement I perceive hath fill'd your Hearts 
And Joy for that your loſt Guſtavus, ſcap'd 
Thro' Wounds, Impriſonments, and Chains and we 
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ws ſudden, thus unlook'd for ſtands before ye. 
one eſcap'd from cruel Hands I come, 


om Hearts that ne'er knew pity ; dark and vengeful : | 


ho quaff the Tears of Orphans, bathe in Blood, 
d know no Muſick but the groans of Sweden. 

t, not for that my Siſter's early Innocence, 

id Mother's Age now grind beneath Captivity 
or that one bloody, one remorſeleſs Hour 

zept my great Sire, and Kindred from my fide ; 
or them Gu/tavus weeps not tho? my Eyes 

ere far leſs dear, for them Iwill not weep. 
it, O great Parent, when | think on thee ! 
hy numberleſs, thy naineleſs, ſhameful Infamies, 
y widow'd Country! Sweden ! when I think 

pon thy Deſolation, Spite of Rage 
nd Vengeance that would choa 
And. O, they are Villains every Dane of them, 
actis'd to ſtab and imile ; to ſtab the Babe 

hat fumles upon them. 

Arn. What accurſed Hours 

oll o'er thoſe Wretches, who to Fiends like theſe 
their dear Liberty have barter'd more 

han Worlds will rate for ? 

C/. O Liberty, Heav'n's choice Prerogative ! 

ue bond of Law, thou ſocial Soul of Property, 

zou Breath of reaſon, Life of Life itſelf ! 

r thee the Valiant bleed. O ſacred Liberty! 

ing'd from the Summer's ſnare, from flatt'ring Ruin, 
te the bold Stork you ſeek the wint'ry Shore, 

ave Courts, and Pomps, and Palaces to Slaves, 
Merve to the cold, and reſt upon the ſtorm. 

borne by thee, my Soul diſdain'd the Terms 
Empire—offer'd at the Hands of 'T'yrants. 

th thee, I ſought this fav'rite Soil ; with thee, 

eſe fav'rite Sons [ ſought ; thy Sons, O Liberty! 
r ev'n amid the wilds of Life you lead them, 

it their low rafted Cottage to the Clouds, 

ile o'er their Heaths, and from their Mountain tops 
am Glory to the Nations. 

All. Liberty ! Liberty ! 


/. Are ye not mark'd, ye Men of Dalecarlia, 
ye not mark'd by all the circhng World 


flow. 


As 


them — Tears Will 


Sap, is it dot your Wealth, the Thirſt, the Food, 
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As the great ſtake, the laſt effort for Liberty ? Eh 


has 1 
Tae Scope and bright Ambition of your Souls? ad p 


Why elſe have you and your renown'd Forefathers, Hu to 
From the proud Suwmit of their glitt'ring Thrones, 3d 1 
Caſt down the mightieſt of your lawful Kings der 
That dar'd the bold Infringement ? what, but Liberyf ©, if 
Thro' the fam'd courſe of Thirteen hundred Years, . 8 


Aloof hath held Invaſion from your Hills, 1 
And ſanctify'd their Shade? — And will ye, will ye ride 
Shrink from the hopes of the expecting World ; ake tl 
Bid your high Honours ſtoop to foreign inſult, ith th 
And in one Hour give up to infamy nd 
The Harveſt of a thouſand Years of Glory? onfeſ⸗ 
iſt Dale. No. Ivieif, 
2d Dale, Never, never. | inv: 
zd Dale. Perich all firſt! nolan. 
4th Dale. Die all! oy ill po 


Gu. Yes, die by Piecemeal ! „ Joy 
Leave not a Limb o'er which a Dane may triumph ! Kur Li 
Now from my Soul I joy, I joy, my Friends, 180 
To ſee ye fear d; to fee thatev'n your Foes _ 
Do juſtice to your Valours ! There they be, th us, 
The Pow'rs of Kingdoms, ſumm d in vonder Hoſt, ch, fir 
Yet keep aloof, yet trembling to aſſail ye. el, 1 
And O, when I look round and fee you here, 

Of number ſhort, but prevalent in Virtue, 

My heart ſwells high and burns for the Encounter. 
True Courage but from oppoſition grows; 

And what are fifty, what a thouſand Slaves, 
Match'd to the ſinew of a ſingle Arm 

That ftrikes for Liberty? that ſtrikes to fave 

His Fields from Fire, his Infants from the Sword, 
His couch from Lult, his daughters from Pollution; 
And his large Honours from eternal Infamy ? 

What doubt we then ? Shall we, ſhall we ſtand here 
Fill motives that might warm an Ague's Froſt, Fn, 
And n<rve the Coward's Arm, thall poorly ſerve | 

To wake us to reſiſtance ?—Let us on! £ V 
O, yes, I read your lovely fierce Impatience ! { 
You {hall not be with held; we will ruth on them A 55 
This is indeed to triumph, where we hold — 8 4p 
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hree Kingdoms in our Toll ! Is it not glori-is, —— 
hus to appall the Bold, meet Force with Fury, 
ad puſh yon Torrent back, *till ev'ry Wave 
y toits Fountain? | 
za Dale. On, lead us on, Guftawus ; one Word more 
but delay of Conqueſt. | 
Guſ. Take your With, 3 
e, who wants Arms, may grapple with the Foe, 
nd fo be furnithed. You, moit noble Ander/on, 
vide our Pow'rs, and with the fam'd Oluus 
ake the left Route —You, Eric, great in Arms! 
ith the renown'd WNederbi, hold the Right, 
nd ſkirt the Foreſt down ; then wheel at once, 
nfe{”'d to view, and cloſe upon the Vale: 
[vieif, and my moſt valiant Couſin here 
n invincible Arwida, gallant Sir, 
ynolalus, and thoſe hundred hardy Vet'rans, 
i pour directly on, and lead the Onſet. 
v, Joy, I ſee confets'd trom ev'ry Eye, 
ur Limbs tread vigorous, and your Breaſts beat high! 
hin tho' our Ranks, tnho' ſcanty be our Bands, 
d are our Hearts, and nervous are our Hands. 
th us, Truth, Juitice, Fame and Freedom cloſe, 
ch, ſingly equal to an Holt of Fors. 
tel, 1 ice: them fil me out for Fight, 
ey litt my Limbs as feather'd Hermes |: 
like tne Bird ot Glory, tow'ring high, 
under within his Graſp, and Light'ning in his Eve! 


? 


gat ! 


e. 
SCENE, before the Camp. 


cv 


nter Criſtiern, Trollio, and Attendants. 


„ VF OUR Obfervation's juſt, I fee it, Trollio- 
Y Men are machines with all their boaſted free- 
er movements turn upon ſome fav'rite Paſſion; dom 
Art but find the latent Fothle out, 
touch the Spring, and winPthem at our Pleaſure. 


Troll. 
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Trol. Let Heav'n ſpy out for Virtue, and then ſtarve it 


But Vice and Frailty are the Stateſman's Quarry, 
The Objects of our ſearch, and of our Science; 
Mark'd by our Smiles, and cheriſh'd by our Bounty, 
Tis hence, you lord it o'er your ſervile Senates; 
How low the Slaves will ſtoop to gorge their Luſts 
When aptly baited : Ev'n the Tongues of Patriots, 
(Thoſe Sons of Clamour) oft relax the Nerve 
Within the Warmth of Favour. 
Criſ. How elſe ſhou'd Kings ſubſiſt? For what is 
But the nice Conduct of another's Weakneſs ? 
That thing call'd Virtue is the Bane of Government, 
A LH ibel on the State, that aſk ſuppreſſion ; 
It has a hateful and unbending Quality ; 
It ſerves no End, till reſtive to the Rein, 
And to the ſpur unſpeedy: They who boaſt it 
Are Traitors, Rivals of their King, my Trollic, 
And wanting other Subjects, greatly dare 
To lord it o'er themſelves. Such is Gu/tawus, 
If yet he be 
And ſuch Arwida was; tho? now I truſt, 
He is too far advanc'd in our Deſigns 
To think off a Retreat. 
Trol. Impoſſible! 
Already has he leap'd the guilty Mound 
That might appail his Virtue ; for the World 
He dare not new look back; where Shame purſues, 
And cut« off all Retreat. 
SCENE II. Enter Gentleman Uſher and Peterſo 
who kneels, 
Gent. My Liege, I ord Peter ſon. 
Cri/. Riſe to our Truſt, moſt worthy Peterſon ; 
Riſe to our Friendſhip: By my head I ſwear, 
Bar but our Trollio here, there's not a Swede 
W ho holds thy valued levelin our Heart ! 
For thou'rt unſhaken, tho' thy Nation ſwerve ; 
Faithful among the Faithleſs, 
Peter, What I am 
Ler this inform your Majeſty. 
Trol. A Pacquet ! 
Whence had you that, my Friend ? 
Peter. Even from the Hands 


Of the once great Gu/tawus, 


[Gives a Pacgi 


— — — — — — 


[Pow' 


Cr: 


Soldic 
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Criſ. Then you have ſeen him. Tell me; tell me, Peter 
What ſaid he? Eh ? how look'd the mighty Rebel? Io 
His Means, his Scope, the Pride of his Preſumption, 
Give me the Whole 

Peter. Laſt Night, my gracious Lord, 
While yet I held your Meſſenger in Conference ; 
Arriv'd, who brought a Letter from Gufavus, 
Wherein, digeſting many flagrant Terms 
Of mutinous Import againſt the State 
Of your high Dignity ; by 1 Light 
He pray d me to attend him; boaſting much 
Of plenteous Hopes and Means of boldeſt Enterprize; 
Of this I gave you Notice; and ere Dawn 
Set out for freſh Intelligence—I came; 
I faw him ſhrunk, that Glory of the North, 
Soil'd with the Vileneſs of a Slave's Attire ; 
Where in the Depth and Darkneſs of the Mines, 
For ſix long Months he hath not ſeen the Sun; 
Colleagu'd with circling Horrors; hourly Toll 
Hath been his Watch, and Penury his Earning 
But likc the Lion, newly broke from Bonds, 
The mingling Paſſions from his Eyes dart Glory ; 
Pride lifts his Stature, and the opening Front 
Still looks Dominion. 
Cri. Who were his Adherents ? N 
Peter. The Traitor Anderſon, and a few Friends, 
To whom ere I ſet out, he ſtood reveal'd 
And when I ſeem'd to queſtion on his Pow'rs 
Ot Rivalſhip, the Props whereon he meant 
To lift Contention to the princely Front 
Of ſuch high Oppoſition ; he reply'd, 
His Powers were near your Perſon. 
Criſ. How | what's here? [Looks on the Pacguer, 
To Laurens, Aland, Haquin and Roderic, 
Conſuſion ! Treafon's in our Camp! Who's there t 
Gent. My Liege ! 
Criſ. Bear this to Norbi—Bid him ſeize 


[Gives Signet. 
The Swediſh Captains. 
Troll. Might I but preſume— 


Criſ. I will not be controul'd— bid him ſeize all, 
Soldiers and Chiefs! By ou, there's not a Swede, 


But 
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But lurks an Infrument to prompt Rebellion, 


And plots upon my Life ! Look there, 'tis evident: 
Gives Trollio a Letter, 


They are all leagu'd, confederate with Guſtavus, 


Th Abettors of his Treaſon. / 
Troll. It ſhould ſeem fo : Sho 
And yet it ſhou'd not—Tell me, Peterſon, On 
Art thou aſſur'd thy Credit with Gufawus Ne: 
Will anſwer to a Truſt like this ?—Ha ! Say. Say 
Peter. Les well aſſur'd: my Zeal appear'd too warn Thi 
To give the leaſt cold Colour for Suſpicion. Wh 
Troll. I fear, my Friend, I fear he has o'er-reach'd To 
Divide and Conquer, is the Sum of Politics. [you. Cl 
Beyond the dreaded Circle of his Sword, Had 
Guſtavus triumphs in an ample Genius, Or h 
He walks at large, fees clear and wide around him; Mad. 
Calm in the Storm and Turbulence of Action; Had 
He ponders on the laſt Event of Things, 1 ſho 
And makes each Cauſe ſubſervient to the Conſequence. But 1 
Criſ. You over-rate his Craft; they're falſe, my Trolls With 
Falſe ev'ry Swede of them; I read their Souls. * | 
11) 


SCENE III. Enter Criſtina and Mariana. Tf this 


Criſtiana. I heard it was your royal Pleaſure, Sir, 5 1 

T ſhou'd attend your Highneſs, To b: 
Criſ. Yes, Criſtina, 1M, x 
But Buſineſs interferes. Wenn 
SCENE IV. Enter an Officer. owe? 

OF. My ſovereign Liege! 55 
Wide o'er the Weſtern Shelving of yon Hill, n bein 
We think, tho' indiſtinctly, we can ſpy, 10 loſe 
Like Men in Motion muſt'ring on the Heath; e wer 
And there 1s one, who faith he can diſcern Vhich 
A few of martial Geſture and bright Arms, he bu 
Who this way bend their Action, hen C 
Cri/. Friends, perhaps, he Lo 
For Foes it were too daring—Haſte thee, Trollio, eſtore 
Detach a "Thouſand of our Dari, Horſe H Tho 
Jo rule their motions—We will out ourſelf, | 

And hold our Pow'rs in Readineſs--Lead on. [Exeunt, 
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SCENE V. Enter Criſtina and Marian. 


Mar. Ha ! did you mark, my Princeſs, did you mark ? 
Shou'd ſome Reverſe, ſome wond'rous Whirl of Fate 
Once more return Gu/tavis to the Battle, [queſt ; 
New nerve his Arm, and wreath his Brow with Con- 
Bay, wou'd you not repent that ere you ſav'd 
This dreadful Man, the Foe of your great Race; 
Who pours impetuous in his Country's Cauſe 
To ſpoil you of a Kingdom? 

Criſtina. No, my Friend. 

Had I to Death, or Bondage, ſold my Sire, 

Or had Gu/tavas on our native Realms 

Made hoſtile Inroad ; then, my Mariana 

Had I then fay'd him from the ſtroke of Juſtice, 

I thou'd not ceaſe my Suit to Heav'n for Pardon. 
But if, tho' in a Foe, to reverence Virtue, 
Withſtand Oppreſſion, reſcue injur'd Innocence, 
Step boldly in betwixt my Sire and Guilt, 

And fave my King, my Father from Diſhonour; 

If this be Sin, I have ſhook Hands with Penitence. 
Firſt, periſh Crowns, Dominion, all the Shine 

And Tranſience of this World, ere Guilt ſhall crys 
To buy the vain Incumbrance. | 

Mar. Do not think 
I meant, my Princeſs, to arraign your Virtues. 
Howe'er I feem'd to queſtion on the Conſequence. 

Cri/tina. The Conſequence of Virtue muſt be good: 

t muſt, Tho” it ſhould prove my Father's Lot, 
n being reſcu'd from one Act of Guilt, 
Lo loſe the whole of all his wide Dominions, 

e were a Gainer Blaſted be that Royalty, 

Vhich Murder muſt make ſure, and Crimes inglorious! 
The bulk of Kingdoms, nay, the World is light, 

hen Guilt weighs oppoſite -O would to Heav'n, 
he Loſs of Empire would reſtore his Innocence, 
eſtore the Fortunes, and the precious Lives 
H Thouſands fallen the Victims of Ambition! 


SCENE VI. Enter Laertes. 


ola ! Laertes ! moſt welcome! wel 
da x, Laertes. 
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Laer. O royal Maid ! 
Criſtina. Thy Looks are doubtful 
Why art thou filent—Does he live ? 

Laer. He does, 

But death ere Night muſt fill a long Account; 
The Camp, the Conntry's in Confuſion : War, 
And Changes ride upon the hour that haſtes 


Speak, —— 


To intercept my Tongue l elſe could tell ? 
Of Virtues hitherto beyond my Ken ; f 
Courage to which the Lion ſtoops his Creſt, Y 


Yet grafted upon Qualities as ſoft | 
As a rock'd Infant's Meekneſs ; ſuch as tempts 
Againſt my Faith, my Country, and Allegiance, 


To wiſh thee ſpeed Guſtavus. T 
Criſtina. Then you found him! [Death 
Laer. I did: and warn'd him, but in vain; for! H. 
To him appear'd more grateful than to find W, 
His Friend's Diſhonour. [Laertes . To 


Criſtina. Give me the Manner—quick—ſoft, good Su; 
SCENE VII. Ente; Criſtiern, Trollio, Peterſon Ma; 


Danes, Sc. 


Criſ. Damn'd! double Traitors! O curs'd, falſe To, 
Arviaa ! | 

Guard well the Swediſh Pris'ners, bind them hard * 
Stand to your Arms Bring forth the Captives there! A 


And 

SCENE VIII. Enter Auguſta and Guſtay t 

guarded. : Or 

It 

Troll. My Liege All mo 

Criſ. Away ! Ill hear no more of Politics; Gu/ 

Fortune ! we will not truſt the Changeling more; Aug 

But wear her girt upon our armed Loihs, And 1 

Or pointed in our Graſp. * te 

| n He 

SCENE IX, Enter an Officer. And P 

Of. The Foe's at Hand. con? 
F e Foe's at Hand k 


With gallant Shew your thouſand Danes rode ſorth, 
But ſhall return no more !—1 mark'd the Action, 
A Eand of deſp'rate Reſolutes ruſh'd on em, 
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Scarce numb'ring to a Tenth, and in nd Way 
They clos d; the Shock was dreanful, nor your Danes 
Cou'd bear the madding Charge; a while they ſtood, 
Then ſhrunk and broke, and turn'd--When, lo, behind, 
Faſt wheeling from the Right and Left there pour'd, 
Who intercepted their Return, and caugh 
Within the toil they periſh'd. ö 
Crift, Tis Gu/tavus ! 
No Mortal elſe, not Ammon's boaſted Son, 
Not Cæ ſar wou'd have dar'd it. Tell me, ſay, 
What Numbers in the whole may they amount to ? 
OF. About five thouſand. 
Crift, And no more? 
OF. No more, 
That yet appear, 
Criſt. We count ſix times their Sum, 
Haſte, Soldier, take a Trumpet, tell Gufavus 
We have of Terms to offer, and wou'd treat 
Touching his mother's Ranſom ; ſay, her Death, 
Suſpended by our Grace, but waits his Anſwer. 


[Exit Officer, 
Madam it ſhou'd well ſuit with your Authority, 
[To Auguſta, 
To check this Frenzy in your Son Look to it, 


or by the Saints this Hour's your laſt of Life! 


Aug. Come, my Guftava, come, my little Captive 


We ſhall be free; our Tyrant is grown kind; 


And for thoſe Chains that bind thy pretty Arms, 


| The Golden Cherubim ſhall lend thee Wings, 


And thou ſhalt mount amid the ſmiling Choir 
Of little heav'nly Songſters like thyſelf 
All robed in Innocence. 
Guftava. Will you go, Mother? 
Aug. So help me, Mercy ! Yes, I'll go, my Child g 
And I will give thee to thy Father's Fondneſs, 
And to the Arms of all thy royal Race 
In Heav'n ; who fit on Thrones z with Loves, and 
And Pleaſures ſmiling round. „ 
Crift. Is this my Anſwer ? 
Come forth, ye Miniſters of Death, come forth. 
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SCENE A. Enter Ruffians, who:ſeize Auguſta 
and Guſtava. 
Pluck them aſunder! we ſhall prove you, Lady! 
'Tis my damn'd Lot, thus ever to be croſs'd 
With rank blown Pride and Inſolence eternal. 
Guftava, O Mother, take me, take me from theſe 


They fright me with their Looks. [Men, 
Aug. Alas, my Child, I cannot take thee from them, 
Guſftava..O, they will hurt me : can't you take me, 

Mother ? 
Aug. They can't, they cannot hurt you, my Guflava, 

Fear not, my little one, your Name ſhou'd be 

A Charm o'er Cowardice, for you are call'd 

After your valiant Brother; he'll diſown you, 

He will not love you, if you fear, Guſtava. 

Criſtina. Ah!] I can hold no longer. Royal Sir; , 

Thus on my Knees, and lower, lower till 
Cri/. My Child ! what mean you? 
Criftina. O my gracious Father! 

Kill, kill me rather let me periſh firſt ; 

But do not ſtain the Sanctity of Kings 

With the ſweet blood of helpleſs Innocence, 

Do not, my Father ! Spare the little Orphans, 

And let the Lambs go free ! 

Aug. Ha ! who art thou ! 

That look'ſt fo like th Inhat i- ants of Heav'n, 

Like Mercy ſent upon the Morning's Bluſh, 

To glad the Heart, and cheer a gloomy. World 

With Light 'till now unknown? 

Criſ. Away, they come. 

1 hear no more of your ill-tim'd Petitions; 

Criſtina. O yet for Pity | 
Criſ. I will none on't, leave me. 

Pity ! it is the infant Fool of Nature : 

Tear off her Hold. and bear her to her Tent. 

[Exit Criſtina, Mar. Laer. and Attendants, 


| SCENE XI. Enter an Officer. 
OF. My Liege, Guftawus, tho' with much ReluQance, 
Eonlents to one Hour's Truce. His Soldiers reſt 


Upon their Arms, and follow'd by a few, 
Te comes to know pour Terms, 
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Crif. I fee, fall back— 
Stand firin—Be ready, Slaves, and on the Word 
Plunge deep your Daggers in their Boſoms. 
[ Points to Auguſta, 


SCENE XII. Enter Guſt. Arv. And. Arn. Siv. He- 


Hold ! 

G. Ha ! 'tis, it is my Mother! 

Criſ. Tell me, Guſtavus, tell me why is this? 
That as a Siream diverted from the Banks 
Of ſmooth Obedience, thou haſt drawn thoſe Men 
Upon a dry unchannell'd Enterprize. 

To turn their Inundation ?—Are the Lives 

Of my miſguided People held ſo light, 

That thus thou'dſt puth them on the keen Rebuke 
Of guarded Majeſty ; where Jultice waits, 

All awful, and reſiſtleſs, to aſſert 

Th' impervious Rights, the Sanctitude of Kings, 
And blaſt Rebellion? 

Gu Juſtice ! Sanctitude [Tyrant? 
And Rights! O Patience ! Rights! What Rights, thou 
Yes if Perdition be the Rule of Power; 

It Wrongs give Right; O then Supreme in Miſchief ! 
Thou wert the Lord, the Monarch of the World ! | 
Joo narrow for thy Claim. But if thou think'it 

That Crowns are vilely propertied, like Coin, 

To be the Means, the Specialty of Luſt, 

And ſenſual Attribution—If thou think'ſt, 

That Empire is of titled Birth, or Blood; 

That Nature in the proud Behalf of one 

Shall diſenfranchiſe all her lordly Race, 

And bow her gen'ral iſſue to the Yoke 

Of private Domination—then, thou proud one; 

Here know me for thy King—How'er be told, 

Not Claim Hereditary, not the Truſt 

Of frank Election; 

Not ev'n the high anointing Hand of Heav'n 

Can authorize Oppreſſion; give a Law 

For lawleſs Pow'r ; wed Faith to Violation ; 

On Reaſon build Miſrule, or juſtly bind 

Alleigance to Injuſtice Tyranny 

Ca4 . Abſolves 
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Abſolves all Faith; and who invades our Rights, 


Howe'er his own commertce, can never be 6 
But an Uſurper But for thee, for thee T 
There is no Name I —thou haſt abjur'd Mankind; * 
Daſh'd Safety from thy bleak unſocial Side, T? 
And wag'd wild War with univerſal Nature ! T7 
Criſ. Licentious Traitor l thou can'ſt talk it largely; In 
Who made thee Umpire of the Rights of Kings, Ze 
And Pow'r, prime Attribute ? As on thy Tongue w 
The Poiſe of Battle lay, and Arms, of Force, Th 
To throw Defiance in the Front of Duty. Th 
Look round, unruly Boy, thy Battle comes, Sac 
Like raw disjointed Muſt'ring z feeble Wrath l Rec 
A War of Waters borne againſt the Rock Wh 
Of our firm Continent, to fue, and chafe, Aſk 
And ſhiver in the Toil. | Of 1 
Gu/. Miſtaken Man! And 
I come impower'd, and ſtrengthen'd in thy Weakneſp | A 81 
For tho” the Structure of a Tyrant's Throne Tha 
Riſe on the Neck of half the ſuff ring World; C, 
Fear trembles in the Cement : Prayers and Tears, C. 
And ſecret Curſes ſap its mouldring Baſe, | And 
And ſteal the Pillars of Allegiance from it ; Acce 
Then let a ſingle Arm but dare the Sway, Gu 
Headlong it turns, and drives upon Peſtruction. Give 
Trol. Profane, and alien to the Love of Heav'n Give 
Art thou ſtill harden'd to the Wrath divine Give 


That hangs o'er thy Rebellion? Know'ſt thou not Has I, 
Thou art at Enmity with Grace? Caſt out, 
Made an Anathema, a Curſe enrolbd 
Among the Faithful, thou and thy Adherents 
Shorn from our holy Church, and offer'd up 
As ſacred to Damnation? 

Gu. Yes, I know, 
When ſuch as thou with ſaerilegious Hand 
Seize on the Apoſtolic Key of Heav'n, 
It then becomes a Tool for crafty Knaves 
To ſhut out Virtue, and unfold thoſe Gates, 
That Heav'n itſelf had barr'd againſt the Luſts 
Of Avarice and Ambition—Soft, and ſweet, 
As look of Charity or Voice of Lambs 
"That bleat upon the Morning, are the Words 
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Of Chriſtian Meeknefs ! Miſſion all divine! 
The Law of Love ſole Mandate—but your Gall, 
Ye Swediſh Prelacy ! Your Gall hath turn'd 
The Words of ſweet, but indigeſted Peace, 
To Wrath and Bitterneſs —Ye hallowed Men! 
In whom Vice ſanctifies, whoſe Precepts teach 
Zeal without Truth, Religion without Virtue, 
Who ne'er preach Heav'n but with a downward Eye 
That turns your Souls to Droſs ; who ſhouting looſe 
The Dogs of Hell upon us. Thefts, and Rapes, | 
Sack'd Towns, and midnight Howlings thro' the Realm 
Receive your Sanction 'tis glorious Miſchief | 
When Vice turns holy, puts Religion on, 
Aſſumes the Robe pontifical, the Eye 
Of faintly Elevation, bleſſeth Sin, | 
And makes the Seal of ſweet offended Heaven 
| A Sign of Blood, a Label for Decrees, 
That Hell would ſhrink to own. 
Crift. No more of this, 
Guftavus, wou*d*ſt thou yet return to Grace, 
And hold thy Motions in the Sphere of Duty, 
Acceptance might be found. 
Guſt. Imperial Spoiler! DE” | 
Give me my Father, give me back my Kindred, 
Give me the Fathers of ten thouſand Orphans, 
Give me the Sons in whom thy ruthleſs Sword 
Has left our Widows childleſs: Mine they were, 
Both mine, and ev'ry Swede*'s, whoſe Patriot Breaſt 
Bleeds in his Country's Woundings! O thou can'ſt not, 
Thou haſt out-finn'd all Reck*ning! Give me then 
My all that's left, my gentle Mother there, 
And ſpare yon little Trembler ! 
Crift. Yes, on Terms 
Of CompaR, and Submiſſion, 
Gu/t. Ha ! with thee ? 
ompact with thee ! and meanꝰſt thou for my Country? 
For Sweden ! No—fſo hold my Heart but firm, 
tho“ it wring for*t ; tho“ Blood drop for Tears, 
\nd at the Sight my ſtraining Eyes ftart forth 
hey both ſhall periſh firſt. 
Criſt. Slaves, do your Office. [My Mother ! 
ot. Hold yet, — Thou can'ſt not be ſo damn'd ? 
5 C5 I dare 
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I dare not aſk thy Bleſſing Where's Ar vida? 
Where art thou? Come, my Friend, thou'ſt known 
Temptation | 
And therefore beſt can'ſt pity; or ſupport me. 
Arv. Alas! I ſhall but ſerve to weigh thee downward, 
To pull thee from the dazzling, ſightleſs Height, 
At which thy Virtue ſoars. For, O Gufawvas, 
My Soul is dark, diſconſolate and dark; 
Sick of the World, and hateful to myſelf, 
I have no Country now; I've nought but thee, 
And ſhould yield up the Int'reſt of Mankind, 
Where thine's in Queſtion. 
Aug. See, my Son relents ; 

Behold, O King ! yet ſpare us but a Moment ; 

His little Siſter ſhall embrace his Knees, 

And theſe fond Arms, around his duteous Neck, 

Shall join to berd him to us. 

Criſt. Cou'd I truſt ye- 
Arv. PII be your Hoſtage. 

Criſt. Granted. 

G. Hold, my Friend. 

Here Arvida breaks from Guſtayus and paſſes to 
Criſtiern's Party, while Auguſta and Guſta va go 
over 10 Guſtavus, 

Aug. It is then giv'n, yet giv'n me, ere ] die 

To ſee thy Face, Guſtavus thus to gaze, 

To touch, tofold thee thus ?—My Son, my Son? 

And haveTliv'd to this? It is enough. 

All arm'd, and in my Country's precious Cauſe 
Terribly beauteous, to behold thee thus ! 

Why. twas my only, hourly Suit to Heav'n, 

Ard now 'tis granted. O my glorious Child, 

B eſs'd were the Throes I felt for thee, Guſtavus 
For from the Breaſt, from out your ſwathing Bands 
You ſtepp'd the Child of Honour. 

Gut. O-my Mother! 

Aug. Why ftands that Water trembling in thy Eye 
Why heaves thy Boiom ? Turn not thus away, 
"Tis the laſt time that we muſt meet, my Child, 
And J will have the whole. Why, why, Gu/tavus, 
Why is this Form of Heavineſs ? For me ; 
Luuſt it is not meant; you cannot thinks | 


The Deliverer of his Countre. 580 


go poorly of me: I grow old, my Son, 
And to the utmoſt Period of Mortality, 
I ne'er N ſind a Death's Hour like to this, 
Whereby to do thee Honour. 
. Gu/. Roman Patriots | 
Ye Decii (elf-devoted to your Country! WW 
You gave no Mothers up ! Will Annals yield 
No Precedent for this, no elder Boaſt 
Whereby to match my Trial? 
Aug. No, Guſtavus ; * ; 

For Heavn ſtill ſquares our Trial to our Strength, 

And thine is of the foremoſt—Noble Youth ! | 

Ev'n I, thy Parent, with a conſcious Pride, 

Have often bow'd to thy ſuperior Virtues, 

O, there is but one bitterneſs in Death, 

One only Sting 
Guſ, Speak, ſpeak ! 

Aug. is felt for thee. | 
Too well I know thy gentleneſs of Soul, 

Melting as Babes; ev'n now the Preſſure's on thee, - 
And bends thy Lovelineſs to Earth—O, Child ! 
The dear but fad Foretaſte of thy Affliction 
Already kills thy Mother But behold, 
Behold thy valiant Followers, who to thee, 
And to the Faith of thy protecting Arm | 
Have ziv'n ten thouſand Mothers, Daughters too; 
Who in thy Virtue yet may learn to bear 
Millions of free-born Sons to bleſs thy Name, 
And pray for their Deliverer—O farewell? 
This, and but this, the very laſt, Adieu! 
Heav'n fit victorious on thy Arm my Son? 
And give thee to thy Merits / 
Criſ. Ah, thou Traitreſs / 
Guſtava O Brother, a'n't you ſtronger than that 
Don't let him take my Mother. Man? 
Aug. See, Guflavus, | 
© My little Captive waits for one Embrace. 
6%. Come to my Arms, thou Lamb-like Sacrifice; 
O that they were of Force to fold thee ever, 
'Fo let thee to my Heart / there lock thee cloſe, 
And circle thee with Life]! But 'twill not be! 
Guflata, VI) ftay with yon, my Brother, 


Guſ. 
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G. Killing Innocence 1 
That I was born to ſee this Hour : 
The Pains of Hell are on me !—Take her Mother! 1 

Guſtava. I will not part with you, indeed I will not! R 

Gu. Take her—DiſtraQtion ! Haſte my deareſt Mo- 0 

ther: 
Oh —elſe I ſhall run mad quite mad, and ſave ye. I 

Arv. Hold, Madam; Hear me, thou moſt dear G 

Guftawus ! 0 
Thus low I bend my Pray'r, reject me not: 1 
If once, if ever thou didſt love 4rvida, : 
O leave me here to anſwer to the Wrath A 
Of this fell Tyrant. Save thy honour'd Mother, P : 
And that ſweet Lamb from Slaughter / 3 
Gu/. Cruel Friendſhip ! v. 


Cri/. And by my Life I'd take thee at thy Word, A 
"Thoudoublydamn'd ! but that I know *twould pleaſe thee 25 

Aug. No, gen'rous Prince, thy blood ſhall never be All 
The Price of our Diſhonour. Come, my Child ; ſthee. Ha 
Weep not, ſweet Babe, there ſhall no 3 come nigh al 

Cri/. Tis well proud Dame; you are return'd I ſee Hae 


Tach to his Charge—Here break we off Gufawus ; 8 
For to the very Teeth of thy Rebellion ; 110 
We daſh defiance back. 
GEA. Alas, my Mother! — 0 
Grief choaks up Utt'rance, elſe I have to ſay * 
What never Tongue unfolded— Vet return, 0 e 
Come back, and I will give up all to fave thee ; The 
For on the Cov'ring of thy ſacred Head F af 


My Heart drops Blood Thou Fountain of my Life! 17 
Dearer than Mercy is to kneeling Penitence, 
My early Bleſſing, firſt and lateſt Joy ; W 
Return, return and fave thy loſt Guftawus ! her 
* Cri/. No more, thou'Trifler ! 
Aug. O farewell for ever ! gy 
[Exeunt Criſtiern and his Party. Guſtavus and bis n le: 
Party remain. 
G. Then ſhe is gone—Arvida ! Anderſon ! 
For ever gone—Arnoldus, Friends, where are ye ? 
Help here, heave, heave this Mountain from me—O-. 
Heav'n keep my Seuſes !—So—We will to Battle; 
But let no Banners wave—Be ſtill, thou Trump 


Ang 
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And ev'ry martia! Sound that gives the War 
To Pomp or Levity ; for Vengeance now 
Is clad with heavy Arms, ſedately ſtern, 
Reſolv'd, but filent as the ſlaughter'd Heaps 
O'er which ny Soul is brooding. 

Arn. O Guſtavus ! 
Is there a Swede of us, whoſe Sword and Soul 
Grapples not to thee, as to all they hold 
Of earthly Eſtimation ? Said I more, 
It were but half my Thought. 

And. On thee we gaze, 
As one unknown ' till this important Hour; 
Pre-eminent of Men f 

S$iv. Accurs'd be he, 
Who, in thy Leading will not fight, and ftrive, 
And bleed, and gaſp with Pleaſure ! 

And. We are thine ; 
All, all, both we and ours ; whom thou this Day 
Haſt dearly purchas'd. 

Arn. Tho”, to yield us up, 
Had ſcarce been leſs than . 

Gu. O my Friends ! 
I ſee, 'tis not for Man to boaſt his Strength 
Before the Trial comes—This very Hour, 
Had a thouſand Parents, all ſeem'd light 
When weigh'd againſt my Country ; and but now, 
One Mother ſeem'd of Weight to poize the World; 
Tho? conſcious Truth and Reaſon were againſt her. 
For, O, howe'er the partial Paſſions ſway, 
High Heav'n aſſigns but one unbias'd Way; 
Direct thro? ev'ry Oppoſition leads, 
Where Shelves decline, and many a Steep impedes. 
Here hold we on— tho thwarting Fiends alarm, 
Here hold we on tho' devious Syrens charm; 
In Hleav'ns diſpoſing Pow'r Events unite, 2 
Nor aught can happen wrong to him who acts aright. 
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; 1 0 7 

0 T 

SCENE, the Royal Tent. 7 

8 

Enter Criſtina and Mariana. 4 

n 

Ci ina. ARK Mariana, liſt .- No All is- Ex 

ſilent Ha 

It was not Fancy {ure—didfſt thou hear auzht ? Fo 

Mar. Too plain, the Voice of Terror ſeiz'd my Ear, Wi 

And mv Heart ſinks within me. | Ret 

Criſtina. O, I fear Th 

The War is now at work—As Winds, methought, 

Long borne thro' hollow Vaults, the Sound approach'd; 

One Sound, yet laden with a thouſand Notes 7 

Of fearful Variation ; then it ſwell'd 1 7 * 

o diſtant Shouts. now coming on the Gale; "BP 

Again borne backward with a parting Groan, + Has 

All ſunk to borrid Stillneſs. Wh 

Mar. Look, my Princeſs, C 

Ah, no! withhold thy Eyes! the Place grows dark, $1y 

A ſudden Cloud of Sorrow ſtains the Day, 1 

And throws its Gloom around, I we 

: Whe 

SCENS IT. Rofl 

Fell 


Enter four Slaves as bearing the Bodies of Auguſta and The 


Guſtava on a Bier cover'd—four Women in Chains Of u 


allow weeping. | Affliction? 
3 Whence are ye, ſay, you Daughters of Tom 
Their Speech'is in their Tears—Avert, ye Saints ! Ther 
Avert that Thought! Soft! hold ye ! I've a Tear His e 
For ev'ry Mourner—Ah! Looks under the Covering. All F 
Mar. What mean you, Madam ? Eyes! <4, 
Criſtina. Reflection, come not there I See it nct, I Ie g 
How art thou fpilt, thou Blood of Rovalty ! Mic f. 
Cloſe at the Paleneſs of its Parent Breaſt | Whe: 
The Babe lies ſlaughter'd. Tell me, who did this? Hem 
No, hold ye ! Say not that my Father did it ; Ang 
For Duty then turns Rebel—Cruel Father! 5 my 
O, that ſome Villager, whoſe early Toll Theſ. 


Lifts the penurious Morſel to his Mouth, 


Had 


| 
|| 
| 
14 
1 
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Had claim'd my Birth ! Ambition had not then. 
Thus ftep'd *twixt me and Heavn. 

Mar. Go, bear it hence 
Turn, turn, my royal Miſtreſs !. 

Criſtina. Ah Auguſta ! 
Among thy Foes i hou'rt fall'n, thou'rt ſall'n in Virtue ! 
Exalt thyſelf, O Guilt ! For here the Good 
Have none who may lament them, Sit we down ; 
For I grow weary of the world ;-let Death 
Within his vauity Durance, dark and ſtill, 
Receive me too; and where th' Afflicted reſt, 
There fold me in for ever 


SCENE. III. Enter Laertes. 


Laer. Ariſe, Criſtina ; fly! thou royal Virgin! 
This Morn beheld thee Miſtreſs of the North, 
Bright Heir of Scandinavia ; and this Hour 
Has left thee not, throughout thy wide Dominions, 
Whereon to reit thy Foot. 

Criſtina. Now, Praiſe to heav'n ! 

Say but my Father lives! 

Laer. At your Command 
I went ; and from a neighb'ring Summit, view'd 
Where either Hoit ſtood adverſe, ſternly wedg'd ; 
Reflecting on each other's gloomy Front, 

Fell Hate and fix'd Defiance When at once 

The Foe mov'd on, attendant to the Steps 

Of their Guſtavus He with mournful Pace 
Came flow and ſilent; till two hapleſs Danes 
Prick'd forth, and on his Helm diſcharg'd their Fury; 
Then rouz'd the Lion ! To my wond'ring Sight 

His Stature grew twofold, before his Eye 

All Force ſcem'd wither'd, and his horrid Plume 

Shook wild Diſmay around ; as Heav'n's dread Bolt, 
Re ſhot, he pierc'd our Legions ; in his Strength 
His ſhouting Squadron gloried, ruſhing on 

Where e'er he led their Battle Full five times, 
Hem'd by our mightier Hoſt, the Foe ſeem'd loſt, 
And ſwallow'd from my Sight; five times again 
Like Flame they iſſued to the Light—And thrice, 
Theſe E es behold them, they beheld Gu/tavus 
Unhors'd, and by a Hoſt girt ſingly in; 
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And thrice he broke thro” all. 
Cri/tina My Blood runs chill. | 
Laer. With ſuch a ſtrenuous, ſuch a labour'd Con- 
Sure never Field was fought ! until Gu/tavus [fliQt, 
Aloud cry'd, Victory! and on his Spear 
H'gh rear'd th'imperial Diadem of Denmark. 
Then ſlack'd the Battle; then recoil'd our Hoſt ; 
His, echo'd, Victory! And now would know 
No Bounds ; Rout follow'd, and the Face of Fight 
She heeds me not. 
Criſtina O, ill ſtarr'd Royalty |! 
My Father ! Cruel, dear, unhappy Father ! 
Summon'd ſo ſudden ! fearful fearful, Thought! 


Step in, ſweet Mercy! For thy Time was Ha ! 


SCENE IV. Enter Criſtiern flying without bis Hel- 
met, in Diſorder, his Sword broke, and his Garments 
bloody ; he throws away his Sword and ſpeaks. 


Criſt. Give us new Arms of Proof—freſh Horſes— 
quick ! 
A Watch without there Set a Standard up 
To guide our ſcatter'd Powers! Haſte, my Friends, 
We muſt be gone—O for ſome cooling Stream [haſte ! 
To flake a Monarch's Thirſt ! 
Laer A Poſt, my Liege, | 
A ſecond Poſt from Denmark ſays — 
Criſt. All's loſt. | 
Is it not ſo? Be gone  Perdition choak thee 
Give me a Moment's Solitude—Thought, Thought, 
Where wou'd(t thou lead? | 
Criſtina. He ſees me not Alas, alas, my Father! 
O, what a war there lives within his Eye ! 
Where Greatneſs ſtruggles to ſurvive itſelf. 
I tremble to approach him; yet I fain 
Wou'd bring Peace to him Don't you know me, Sir? 
My Father, look upon me, look, my Father |! 
Why ſtrains your Lip, and why that doubtful Eye 
Thro' Fury melting o'er me ? Turn, ah, turn! 
J cannot bear its Softngſs——— How ? nay rapes 
| ere 


* 
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There is a falling Dagger in that Tear, 
To kill thy Child, to murder thy Criſtina. 
Criſt. Then thou'rt Criſtina ? 
Criſtina. Yes. . 
Criſt, My Child! 
Criſtina. I am. 
Criſt. Curſe me ! then curſe me Join with Heav'a 
and Earth 
And Hell to curſe ! 
Criſtina. Alas ! on me, my Father, 
Thy Curſes be on me, but on thy Head 
Fall Bleſſings from that Heav'n which has this Day 
Preſerv'd thy Life in Battle, 
Criſt. What have I 
To do with Heay'n ? Damnaticn ! What am 1? 
All frail and tranſient as my laps'd Dominions ! 
Een now the ſolid Earth prepares to ſlide 
From underneath me. Nature's Pow'r cries out, 


Leave him, thou Univerſe No Hold me Heay'nf 


Hold me, thou Heav'n l whom I've forſaken hold 
Thy Creature, tho' accurs'd | 


Criſtina. Patience and Peace 
Poſſeſs thy Mind ! Not all thy Pride of Empire 
Fer gave ſuch blefs'd Senſation, as one Hour 
Of Penitence, tho” painful Let us hence 
Far from the Blood and Buſtle of Ambition. 
Be it my Taſk to watch thy riſing With, 
To ſmooth thy Brow, find Comfort for thy Cares, 
And for thy Will, Obedience; ſtill ro cheer 
The Day with Smiles, and lay the nightly Down 
Beneath thy Slumbers. 

Criſt. O thou all that's left me! 
Ev'n in the Riot, in the Rage of Fight, 
Thy guardian Virtues watch'd around my Head, 
When elſe no Arm could aid—for thro* my Ranks, 
My cireling Troops, the fell Guſtavus ruſh'd; 
Vengeance |! he cry'd, and with one eager Hand 
Grip'd faſt my Diadem—his other Arm, 
High rear'd the deathful Steel—ſuſpended yet ; 
For in his Eye, and thro? his varying Face, 
Conflicting Paſſions fought he lock dhe ſtood 


In 
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In Wrath reluctant— Then, with gentler Voice 3 
Criſtina, thou haſt conquer'd ! Go, he cry'd, 
I yield thee to her Virtues. 
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SCENE V. Ester Trollio and Guards, Swordr 
drawn. 
Troll. Haſte, O King! 
The Foe has hem'd us round; O haſte to ſave 
Thyſelf and us ! 
Criſt. Thy Sword. [Takes a Sword from one of 


the Guards. 


— 


Toll. What means my 
Crit. Villain 
Well thought, by Hell! Ha ! Yes, —— thou art 
our Minifter, 
The rev'rend Monitor of Vice the Soil, 
Baneful and rank with ey'ry Principle, 
Whence grow the Crimes of Kings. Firſt periſh thou! 
[Stabs him, 
Who taught the Throne of Pow'r to fix on Fear, 
And raiſe its Safety, from the publick Ruin 
Fall thou into the Gulph thyſelf haſt fix'd 
Between the Prince and People; cutting off 
Communion from the Ear of Royalty, 
And Mercy from Complaint—Away, away, 
Thy Death, old Man, be on thy Monarch's Head; 
On thine, the Blood of all thy Countrymen, 
Who fell beneath thy Counſels. 
Trellio atiempts to riſe, and then ſpeaks. 
Tro!l. Thou bloody Tyrant ! late, too late I find, 
Nor Faith, nor Graticude, nor friendly Truſt, 
No Force of Obligations can ſubſiſt 
Between the Guilty O, let none aſpire 
To be a King's Convenience! Has he Virtues, 
Thoſe are his own ; his Vices are his Miniſter's. 
Who dares to ſtep *twixt Envy and the Throne, 
Alike to feel the Caprice of his Prince, 
As publick Deteſtation.— Ha! I'm going. 
But whither ? No one near ! to feel! to catch! 
The World but for an Inftant ! for one Ray 
To guide my Soul! Her Way grows wond'rous dark, 
And down, down, down! [Dies. 
8 CEN E 
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SCENE VI. ! Enter Guſtavus, Anderſon, Arnoldus, 


Sivard, Ofc. in Triumph. Guſtavus advances, and 
the reſt range themſelves on each fide of the Stage. 


Guſt. That we have conquer'd, firſt we bend to 
Heav'n! 

And. And next to thee ! 

All. To thee, Gullawus ! 

Guſt. No, matchleſs Men ! my Brothers of the War! 
Be it my greateſt Glory to have mix'd 
My Arms with yours, and to have fought for once 

ike to a Dalecarlian; like to you, 

he Sires of Honour, of a new-born Fame. 

lo be tranſmitted, from your great Memorial, 

o Climes unknown, to Age ſucceeding Age, 

ill Time thall verge upon Eternity, 
ind Patriots be no more 
Arn. Behold, my Lord, 
he Daniſh Pris'ners, and the Traytor Peterſon; 
ttend their Fate. 

Gt. Send home the Danes with Honour, 
nd let them better learn, from our Example, 
o treat whom next they conquer with Humanity. 
Ind. But then for Peterſon | 
Guſt, His Crimes are great: 

ſingle Death were a Reward for Treaſon 
et him ſtill languiſh Let him be exil'd, 
o more to ſee the Land of Liberty, 
he Hills of Sweden, nor the native Fields 
'known, endear'd Idea. 

And. Royal Sir, 
his is to pardon, to encourage Villains; 
nd hourly to expoſe that ſacred Lite, 
here all our Safety centers. 

Gu/t. Fear them not. 
he Fence of Virtue is a Chief's beſt Caution 
nd the firm Surety of my People's Hearts 

all the Guard that e'er ſhall wait Gu/tawnus, 
im a Soldier from my Youth ; yet, Anderſon, 
eſe Wars, where Man muſt wound himſelf in Man,. 
{ve ſomewhat ſhocking in them; truſt me, Friend, 
| | Except 
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Except in ſuch a Cauſe as this Day's Quarrel, 
I wou'd not ſhed a ſingle Wretcl?s Blood 
For the World's Empire ! 
Arn. O exalted Sweden |! 
Bleſs'd People! Heav'n ! wherein have we deferv'd 
A Man like this torule us ? 


SCENE VII. Enter Arvida leading in Criſtina. 
He runs to (Guttayus. 


Guſt. My Arwvida ! 

Arv. My King! O hail ! Thus let me pay my Ho- 
mage, [ Kneel:, 

Cuſt. Riſe, riſe, nor ſhame our Friendſhip. 


Arw. See, Cuſtauus | Behold, nor longer wonder u 


my Frailty. 

Guſt. Be faithful, Eyes! Ha ! Yes it muſt be fo, 
Tis ſhe—For Heav'n would chuſe no other Form 
Wherein to treaſure every mental Virtue. [Men 

Criſtina, Renown'd Guſtavus! mightieſt among 
If ſuch a Wretch, the Captive of thy Arms, 
Trembling and aw'd in thy ſuperior Preſence, 

May find the Grace that ev'ry other finds, 

For thou art ſaid to be of wond'rous Goodneſs } 
Then hear, and O excuſe a Foe's Preſumption ! 
While low, thus low you ſee a ſuppliant Child, 
Now pleading for a Father, for a dear, 

Much lov'd ; if cruel, yet unhappy Father. 

O, let him 'ſcape; who ne'er can wrong thee more, 
If he with circling Nations could not ſtand 

Againſt thee ſingle; fingly, what can he, 

When thou art fanc'd with Nations, 

Guſt. Ha] that Poſture ! 

O riſe ſurpriz'd, my Eve perceiv'd it not, 
Criſtina | thou all form'd for Excellence! 


I've much to ſay, but that my Tongue, my Though T 


Are troubled ; warr'd on by. unuſual Paſſions. 
*T was hence thow-had'ſt it in thy Power to alk, 
*Ere I could offer Come, my Friend, aſſiſt, 


Inſtruct me to be grateful. O Cri/tina- ! 

I ſought for Freedom, not for Crowns, thou fair on 

They ſhall fit brighter on that beauteous Head, 

Whoſe Eye might awe the Monarchs of the Earth, 
At 
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And light the World to Virtue—My A4rvida ! il 
Arv. O great and good, and. glorious to the laſt ! f 

I read thy Soul, I ſee the gen'rous Conflict, 

And come to fix, not trouble thy Repoſe. 

Cou'd you but know with what an eager Haſte 

I ſprang to execute thy late Commands; 

To ſhield this lovely Obje of thy Cares, 

And give her thus, all beauteous to thy Eyes ! 

For I've no Bliſs but thine, have loſt the Form 

Of ev'ry Wiſh that's foreign to thy Happineſs. 

But, O, my King ! my Conqu'ror l my Guſtavus ? 

It grieves me much that thou muſt ſhortly mourn, 

Evn on the Day in which thy Country's freed, 

That crowns thy Arms with Conqueſt and Criſtina. 
Guſt. Alas ! your Cheek is pale You bleed, my 

Brother ! 

Arv. | do indeed—to Death. 
Guſt. You have undone me: 

Raſh, headſtrong Man ! O was this well, Arwida? 

{turns ſrom him. 

Arv. Pardon, Guſtavus ! mine's the common Lot, 

The Fate of Thouſands fall'n this Day in Battle, 

had reſolv'd on Life, to ſee you bleſs'd; 

To fee my King and his Criſtina happy. 

Turn, thou belov'd, thou honour'd next to Heav'n ! 

And to thy Arms receive a Penitent, | 

Who never more ſhall wrong thee. 
Gt. O Arvida ! 

Friend ! Friend ! [turns and embraces him, 
Arw. Thy Heart beats Comfort to me! in this Breaſt, 

Let thy Arvida, let thy Friend ſurvive. 

O, ſtrip his once lov'd Image of its Frailties, ö 

And ſtrip it too of ev'ry fonder Thought, — 

That may give thee Affliction— Do, Guſtadus; | 

It is my laſt Requeſt ; for Heav'n and thou 

Art all the Care, and Buſineſs —of Arvida. [Dies. 
Guſt. Friend! Brother ! ſpeak——-He's gone and 

here is all 


That's left of him who was my Life's beſt Treaſure. 
How art thou fall'n, thou greatly valiant Man! 
In Ruin graceful, like the Warrior Spear 


| 
Tho? 
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Tho? ſhiver cin the Duſt— ſo fall Gutau 
But thou art ſped, haſt reach'd the Goa! before me; 
And one light Lapſe throughout thy Courſe in Virttte 
vhews-only thou wer't Man, ordain'd to ſtrive, 
But not attain PerfeQion.— 
Doſt thou too weep ?:tranſcendent, lovelieſt Maid! 
Pardon a Heart o'ercharg'd with ſwelling Grief, 
That in thy Preſence will not be exil'd, 
Tho' ev'ry Joy dwells round thee. 

Criſt. O Guſtavus ! 
A Boſom pure like thine muſt ſoon regain 
The Heart-felt Happineſs that dwells with Virtue 
And Heav'n on all exterior Circumſtance 
Shall pour the Balm of Peace, ſhall pay thee back 
The Bliſs of Nations, breathing on thy Head 
The Sweets that live within the Pray'rs of Foes 
Subdued unto thy Merits—fare, farewell! 

Gu/t. Thou ſhait not part, Cri/tina. 

Criſtina, O—I muſt 

Gu/t, No, thou art all that's left to ſweeten Life, 
And reconcile the wearicd to the World. 

Criſſina. It will not be —I dare not hear 

G. You mult. | 
Jam thy Suppliant in my Turn- But O 
My Suit is more, much more than |} ife or Empire. 
Than Man can merit, or Worlds give without thee. 

Cr/ti, Now aid me, aid me, all ye chaſter Pow'rs, 
That guard a Woman's Weakneſs tis reſolv'd 
Thy own Example charms thy Suit to Silence. 
Nor think alone to bear the Palm of Virtue. 
Thou, who haſt taught the World, when Duty calls, 
To throw the Bar of ev'ry Wiſh behind them. 

Exalted in that Thought, like thee I rife, 
While ev'ry leſs'ning Paſſion finks beneath me. 
Adieu, adieu, moſt honour'd, firſt of Men, 

I go, I part, I fly, but to deſerve thee. 

Gu/t. Yet ſtay—a Moment—till my utt'ring Heart 
Pour forth in Love, in Wonder pour before thee, 
Thou cruel Excellence—Wou'di thou too leave me? 
Not if the Heart, the Arms of thy Guſtavus, 
Have Forge to hold thee, 7 


Criſtina. 
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Criſtina, O delightful Notes! 
That I do love thee, yes, tis true, my Lord. | 
The Bond of Virtue, Friendſhip's ſacred Tie, 
The Lover's Pains, and ail the Siſter's Fondneſs, | 
Mine has the Flame of ev'ry Love within it, { 
But T have a Father, guilty if he be, g 
Vet is he old; if cruel, yet a Father. * 
Abandon'd now by ev'ry ſupple Wretch | 
That fed his Years with Flattery—I am all | 
That's left to calm, to ſooth his troubled Soul, 
To Penitence, to Virtue; and perhaps 
Reſtore the better Empire o'er his Mind, 
True Seat of all Dominion— Yet Gu/tavus, 
Yet there are mightier Reaſons—O farewell ! 
Had I ne'er lov'd I might have ſtay'd with Honour, 
Ext, 
Guſta vus 150 after Cr iſtina, then turns and r on 
Arvida—Anderſon, Arnoldus, Sc. adwance. 
And. Behold, my Lord, behold the Sons of War, 
Of Triumph, turn'd to Tears, while from that Eye 
All Sweden takes her Fate ; and finiles around, 
Or weeps with her Gu/tavus. 

Arn. Wilt thou not cheer them, ſay, thou great De- 
Ji. O General! livier 2 
iit Dale. King! 

2d Dale. Brother! 
d Dale. Father ! 
All. Friend ! 
Guſt. Come, come\ my Brothers a!!! Les will ſtrive 
o be the Sum of eviy Title to ye, 
and you ſhall be my Sire, my Friend reviv'd, 
iy Siſter, Mother, all that's kind and dear, 
or ſo Guſtavus holds ye O Iwill 
Vf private Paſſions all my Soul diveſt, 
ind take my dearer Country to my Breaft. 
o publick Good transfer each fond D-fire, 
ind claſp my Sweden with a Lover's Fire. 
ell pleas'd, the Weight of all her Burdens bear; 
diſpenſe all Pleaſure, but engroſs all Care. 
till quick to find, to feel my People's Woes, 
ind wake that Millions may enjoy Repoſe. 
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ATxnici-Comic 


EPILOGUE: 


By Way of ExTERTAINMENr. 


By Mr. OG I E. 


Intended for Mr. Wright, Mrs. Giffard, and Mrs. Cliu 


Mr. WRIGHT. 


ELL, Ladies, to the Court, your Plea ſubmit, 
Box, Upper-Region, Gallery, and Pit. 
Our Poet, trembling for his firſt Eſſay, 


[ 

4 

1 

8 

1 

Cry'd Nel! (in Pity for the baſhful Ro gue) : 
F 

'T 


Fear d to diſmiſs you, tho? you ſav'd his Play. 
| 
h c | Give ? em a Joke 1a Joke was once in Vogue! 
Thus Authurs us'd, in leſs judicious Times, 
_ | «© When merry Epilogues were thought no Crimes. 
| „That (ſaid CHriſtina) wou'd his Ruin crown ; Y 
| Nothing, but Virtue, takes this virtuous Town, If 
14 No! let his Epilogue be clean and chaſte, Re 
=. « This, is the Senſe of ev'ry Man of Taſte }j— Ar 
| | High role the Conflict, in our Room of State ; j 
1 Where Tragic Kings and Queens maintain Debate. 
1 When, lo! we heard, ** your Powers began to riſe, Bu 
1 Whoſe horrid Cat-Call is our worſt Exciſe WI 
| | | Our inmoſt Palace felt the loud Diſſention; We 
14 Where each new | ragedy's a new Convention. Pre 
J Whence we determin'd without further Pother, Ane 
| To give you, of the One, and of the Other. Or, 
i} | «mar; GIFFARD. Wo 
l | *  Ovr Author, on the Brave, and Chaſte, relies; Not 
1 He thinks, the Virtucus are the only W iſe. Had 
i! And, it his Muſe, with Voice exalted, ſings, A 
Of Camps, and Courts ; of Minifters, and Kings; I My | 
Yet, be not, to the Great, his Rules confin'd ! Aro 
His Moral, is, a Lefſo Mankind, And 
Nr. Well 
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Ik Virtue, beauteous; Vice, deform'd, he draws; 


You, that applaud him, ſound your own Applauſe. 

Where Vice, Diſtaſte, where Virtue, gives Delight, 

Alike, who judge, or paint, are Juſt and Right. 
Virtue, like Vice, eſcapes the Publick Eye, 

In humble Life, yet blazes in the High. 

Hence, Tragedy, that owns no vulgar Flight, 

Shines, with the King, in a mild Sphere of Light, 

Or vagrant, with the 'Tryant, ſtrains to run, 

A burning Comet ! Not a cheering Sun ! 

That Worth, is Worth; be, by Gu/tavus known : 

More glorious, in a Mine, than on a Throne! 

And, for Criſtina, might J hope a Smile, 

leſs great, was the, in Empire, than Exile! 


Some Worth, it ſhews, to aim at worthy Praiſe, — 
Then, wither not, the Plant, that you may raiſe! 
Cruſh not his Youth! No !—give him Age to ſpread * 


For, we have heard you, rumbling o'er his Head. 

Fell a few Flaſhes, with portentous Blaze, 

To blaſt th' ambitious Branches of his Bays ; 

Yet, it ſoft Sorrows ſtream'd from virtuous Eyes, 

If roſe, from gen'rous Breaſts, regaling Sighs : 

Refreth'd by the Attack, the Laurel ſtands, 

And dares the loudeſt Thunder—of your Hands, 

Ars. CLIVE. 
Great, the Deſign !—I grant—the Moral, good! 

But, tis my Weakneſs, 1 am Fleſh and Blood. 

What Virgin, here, ſo tender, and ſo kind, 

Wou'd not, her Love, with her own Hands, unbind? 

Preliminaries ſettle in the Dark? 

And, tho? the loſt her Father, fix her Spark? 

Or, when ſhe bade th' Attendant, Save him! Fly!“ 

Wou'd She not ſend, a Billet, By the By ? 

Not Article? ”Tis Nonſenſe to ſay. Not! 

Had She no Feel, no Gueſs, of What-is-What ? 

At her Expence, the great Guſtavus thines 

My Lover, He !—Þ'd fend him to his lines. 

Arwvida fal's!\—Guſtavus wails his End! 

And many a Spouſe careſſes Tuch a Friend. 

Well, let him wail his Death ; then, riſe to Life : 

Claſp the fond Maid, too aa to be bis Wife! 1 
8 


EPILOGUE. 


He held her, in his Camp; might hold alone: 
Compulſion ſome Humanity had ſhewn, 

Thy Countrymen—will damn Thee thy third Day 
This, is not, ſure, the true Hibernian Way ! ; 

But, 1 forgive him. He's a young Beginner ! 

Not quite a Proſtitute! And yet, a Sinner, 
Forward, to pleaſe ! Yet aukward, to delight ! 
He wants, a kindly Hand to guide him right ! 
A Novice yet—lInftru@t him—He will mend 
Full many a Widow, withes ſuch a Friend ! 
Ev'n marry'd Dames, may think a greater Curſe 
The flow Performer, that grows Worſe-and-Worſe y 
This, with a Bluſh, I fay, behind my Fan— 
Cheriſh the Boy, you'll raiſe him to a Man! 

Mr. WRIGHT. 

The Cauſe is heard. Ye Gentle, and ye Brave, 
*Tis yours to damn him But, you join to ſave— 
Then, hail Gufawus, who, his Country freed f! 

Ye Sons of Britain, praiſe the glorious Swede ! 
Who, bravely rais'd, and generoully releas'd, 
From blood-ſtain'd Tyrant, and perfidious Prieſt, 
The State, and Church; expiring, ata Breath! 
Who held, a Life of Slav'ry, worſe than Death ! 
Reform'd Religion ! Re- eſtabliſh'd Law ! 

And, that you dare to praiſe him, hail* Naſſau } 


S The Deliverer of our Country, 


